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FEW men have written fo much, enjoyed greater 
popularity in their time, and yet been more 
undefervedly neglefted by contemporary and fucceed- 
ing writers, as the pious-minded author of Emblems, 
Divine and Moral." With the exception of a few 
biographical data, embalmed by his afFeftionate and 
'' forrowful widow" Urfula, and which (he prefixed to 
one of his pofthumous works,* little additional informa- 
tion refpe<fting him has reached us. 

His numerous publications— -confifting principally of 
poetical paraphrases of the Scriptures — enable us to 
form a juft eftimate of his religious charafter and 
tenets ; but otherwife they afford us no infight what- 
ever, either into his own perfonal hiftory, or that of 
the ftirring period in which it was his lot to be caft. 

He appears to have taken no decided part in that 
great political ftruggle, which divided this kingdom in 
the feventeenth century, and which completed his own 
ruin, as well as that of his fovereign, until a few 
months only preceding his death. His naturally 
ftudious and peaceful temper of mind was ill calculated 

* " A Short Relation of the Life and Death of Mr. Francis 
Quarles, by Urfula Quarles, his forrowful Widow," prefixed to 
his ** Solomon's Recantation,'' entitled, ** Ecclefiaftes Para- 
phrafed." 4to. Lond. 164.5. 
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to fympathize, much lefs to cope, with the daring and 
fanatical fpirits of his age. His loyalty, however, in 
the end, proved ftronger than all the temptations of 
domeftic fecurity and wealth. 

It was not until the arms of the rebellious Parlia- 
ment had fignally triumphed, firft in the North, and 
fubfequently in the Weft of England, and the caufe of 
the unfortunate Charles had become, in confequence, 
almoft utterly hopelefs, that our poet abandoned his 
peaceful feclufion, and declared for the tottering 
monarchy. But if he perceived the impending 
danger at all, he faw it too late. His loyal declaration 
and efforts were alike unavailing ; and although 
about the laft individual of note who threw his 
talents into the fcale of the king, he was among the 
firft of thofe whofe fortunes were completely inun- 
dated by the revolutionary tide. 

His adhefion to Charles; and the humble fervices 
which he rendered with his pen to the caufe of that ill- 
fated monarch, not only brought down upon himfelf 
the extremeft hatred and vengeance of the dominant 
power, but like wife coft him all that popularity which 
he had long previoufly enjoyed as an author. At the 
fame time that his property was confifcated, his name 
was profcribed by the Parliament, and almoft imme- 
diately afterwards he ceafed to be, as Phillips exprefles 
it, '' the darling of our plebeian judgments." 

To this circumftance in particular (namely, his pro- 
fcription by the viftorious. party, in confequence of a 
publication to which we fliall prefently refer) may be 
attributed the ungenerous contempt with which he was 
treated by his literary contemporaries, Moft probably 
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they feared giving umbrage to their new republican 
matters by honouring his memory or noticing his works ; 
both, therefore, were abandoned to a precarious exift- 
ence — or, rather, undeferved fate. 

Upon the reftoration of the monarchy in England, 
it might have been expefted that the memory, at lead, 
of fo notable and zealous a royalift as Quarles, would 
not only be refcued from unmerited oblivion, but, 
also, be reverenced by the party with whom he 
had afted. The unfcrupulous generation, however, 
that immediately fucceeded the Commonwealth, 
being naturally unable to fympathize with one, whofe 
whole life and writings conftituted a ftanding rebuke 
to their praftical infidelity, unhefitatingly tranfferred 
his name to the black catalogue of. their common ene- 
mies, from whom he had already fufFered much more 
than themfelves. Thus, by a Angular mutation of 
fortune, he, who before the Revolution had been held 
'' in wonderful veneration among the vulgar," came to 
be confidered after it, as " an old Puritanical poet." 

The exa£l date of Francis Quarles' birth is 
unknown ; but, according to the pariih regifter of 
Romford, in EfTex, which contains feveral entries 
relating to his family, he was baptized on the 8th day 
of May, 1592. His widow, Urfula, informs us that her 
hufband '' was defcended from an ancient family, and 
yet (which is rare in thefe laft times) he was an orna- 
ment to his anceftors." The poet, too, in his quaint 
Memorials^ compofed upon the death of Sir Robert 
Quarles, in 1642, avails himfelf of the opportunity of 
expatiating as well upon the antiquity of his family as 
upon the virtues of his kinfman. 
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His father was James Quarks, of Stewards (where 
the future poet was born), a gentleman who was 
poflefled of confiderable landed eftates in the county 
of Eflex, and difcharged for fome time the combined 
offices of Clerk of the Green Cloth and Purveyor of 
the Navy to the laft fovereign of the Tudor dynafly. 
His liberal fortune and clofe connexion with the 
government of Queen Elizabeth muft have made him 
a perfon of no mean note in his time. The poet's 
widow, indeed, intimates that her hufband (had he 
been fo inclined) might have obtained, and doubtlefs 
through his fether's influence, confiderable preferment 
at court, but his taftes carried him in an oppofite 
direiftion. 

We are told that the young Quarles* education was 
fuitable to his birth, and that he gave early promife of 
diftineuifhing himfelf in the various branches of polite 
knowledge cultivated in his age. 

From '*a fchool in the country," where it was 
frankly admitted " he furpaflTed all his equals'' {i.e, 
competitors), he was tranfferred in due time to Chrift's 
College, Cambridge. It is not known, however, 
how long he continued with his Jlma Mater^ nor 
what literary honours (if any) (he conferred upon him. 
In reference to his academical courfe, his widow 
merely obferves : '* How he profited there (Cam- 
bridge) I am not able to judge ; but am fully aiTured, 
by men of much learning and judgment, that his 
works in very many places do fufficiently teftify more 
than ordinary fruits of his univerfity ftudies." 

It was during his refidence at Cambridge that he 
firft became acquainted (and the acquaintance foon 
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ripened into a friendfbip, which was only determined 
by his death) with Phineas Fletcher, the author of 
that lingular poem, ''The Purple Ifland." To this 
early friendihip with the poetical anatomift, may poffibly 
be attributed much of the eccentricity of thought and 
expreffion which charafterizes the majority of his 
works. It is worthy of record, alfo — and the Ample 
&£t befpeaks the genuine amiability of his nature 
better than the moft laboured panegyric — that all his 
earlieft-formed attachments proved as durable as they 
were found. 

Upon the completion of his college career, he 
removed to London, and entered himfelf of Lincoln's 
Inn, having determined to profecute the ftudy of the 
law, '' not fo much out of defire to benefit himfelf 
thereby as his friends and neighbours ((bowing therein 
his continued inclination to peace), by compofing 
fuits and differences amongft them." His widow 
ftates that he profecuted his legal ftudies '^ for fome 
years ; " but no record exifts of his profeffional fuc- 
cefs, unlefs his appointment to the office of Chrono- 
loger to the City of London may be taken as an 
indication of it. The duties of this office were pro- 
bably fimilar to thofe which are now performed by 
the City Remembrancer ; the pofition, therefore, was 
both honourable and lucrative. That he gave the 
fiilleft sati(fa£lion to the Corporation employing him, 
may be inferred from the fa£t that his enemies, power- 
ful and unfcrupulous as they were, failed to leffen their 
refpeft for him ; and he continued, in confequence, to 
hold that piece of preferment up to the laft hour of 
his life. 




Previoufly to his connexion with the City of Lon- 
don, he had been preferred to the office of cup- 
bearer to the unfortunate Eledlrefs Palatine, Queen 
of Bohemia (Elizabeth, daughter of King James the 
Firft of England). From this it has been inferred by 
many that his deftination, like that of his father, was 
originally to public life. His widow, however, as we 
have before partially intimated, ftates that, ''after he 
came to maturity, he was not defirous to put himfelf 
into the world, otherwife he might have had greater 
preferments than he had ; '* and, (lie continues, '' he 
was neither fo unfit for court preferment, nor fo ill- 
behaved there, but that he might have raifed his for- 
tune thereby, if he had had any inclination that way. 
But his mind was chiefly fet upon his devotion and 
ftudy." 

It was the laft-mentioned pleafing features of his 
character that attradled the attention, and fecured for 
him the diftinguifhed patronage and friendfhip, of the 
learned Uflher, Archbifliop of Armagh, who invited 
him over to Ireland, and kept him immediately about 
his perfon in the capacity of his private fecretary. It 
is not known when he was firft induced to viut that 
unquiet country: he was forced, however, to haften from 
it upon the breaking out of the terrible rebellion there in 
the year 1641. He was fortunate in being one of the 
very few Englifh who efcaped on that occafion the 
general maftacre perpetrated by the Romanifts. 

In attempting to avoid, however, the troubles and 
dangers in Ireland, he was deftined to experience much 
greater in his own country. As before obferved, he 
appears to have taken no overt part in the conteft 
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waged between Charles and his Parliament, until the 
caufe of the former had become almoft utterly hope- 
lefs. Upon the king's laft retirement to Oxford, in 
the fpring of the year 1644, Quarles haftened to join 
and iympathize with him ; and there he met alfo his 
old friend and fellow-loyalift Dr. Hammond, Arch- 
deacon of Chichefter ; who, like himfelf, was feeking 
a temporary refuge from the rifing ftorm, and haraff- 
ing the oppofition meanwhile with trafts adapted 
to the popular judgment. 

Upon reaching Oxford he threw ofF all his former 
referve, and fearleffly committed himfelf to the 
ebbing tide of royalty, by publicly challenging the 
vidtorious party with their own weapons, and upon 
their own favourite ground — ^the Scriptures ; as well 
as vindicating (in a pamphlet entitled "The Loyal 
Convert *') the conduct of Charles, in fummoning his 
Roman Catholic fubjefts to take up arms 'in his caufe. 
He was prompted, no doubt, to this bold courfe by 
his defire to emulate the conduft of fome of his 
clerical friends then affembled in Oxford, and more 
particularly that of Hammond. 

The author of fo remarkable a production as " The 
Loyal Convert" was not likely to elude for any 
length of time the vigilance of the now dominant 
fanatics, much lefs efcape paying the utmoft penalty 
for his temerity. His ingenuous apology for the king's 
alliance with rapifts afforded them a fufficiently plau- 
fible excufe for not only claffing him with the moft 
defpifed party in the kingdom, but alfo for depriving 
him of the laft flireds of his property. Therefore, 
fays his widow, " a petition was preferred againft him 
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by eight men (whereof he knew not any two, nor they 
him, fave only by fight) : the firft news of it ftruck him 
fo to the heart, that he never recovered it, but faid 
plainly it would be his death.'* 

It was hot the lofs of his property (including all 
his private papers and feveral rare manufcripts) that 
affefted him fo much as the cruel charge of 
apoftacy from the. Proteftant religion. This filled to 
overflowing the cup of his forrows. His many private 
connexions, his numerous literary labours, his whole 
life, in fliort, afforded the moft inconteftable evidence 
of his confident attachment to the reformed faith. 
The lateft effort of his untiring mufe was a compofition . 
" to the pretious memory of Dodlor Martin Luther," 
which he prefixed to the life of that reformer, by his 
friend Thomas Haynes. 

His prognoftications refpefting his untimely end 
were verified on the 8th of September, 1644. He 
fpent his laft hours " in contemplation of God and 
meditating upon his word." In defiring to be vindi- 
cated from the unjuft afperfions of his enemies, whom 
he freely forgave, his dying injunctions were : ''He 
wifhed all his friends to take notice and make it known, 
that as he was trained up in the true Proteftant reli- 
gion, fo in that religion he died." His remains were 
interred in the parifli church of St. Vedaft, in Fofter 
Lane, London. 

The perfonal charafler or Quarles has been deli- 
neated by one who enjoyed the beft opportunity of 
obferving it. '' In all his duties to God and man," 
writes his affectionate widow, " he was confciable and 
orderly : he preferred God and religion to the firft 



MEMOIR. 



XI 



place in his thoughts ; his king and country to the 
fecond 5 his family and ftudies he referved to the laft. 
As for God, he was frequent in his devotion and 
prayers to him, and almoft conftant in reading or 
meditating on his holy word, as his ' Divine Fancies,' 
and other parts of his works, will fufficiently teftify. 
For his religion, he was a true fon of the Church of 
England ; an even Proteftant, not in the leaft degree 
biaifed to this hand of fuperftition, or that of fchifm, 
though both thofe factions were ready to cry him down 
for his inclination to the contrary. His love to his 
king and country in thefe late unhappy times of dif- 
traSion was manifeft in that he ufed his pen, and 
poured out his continual prayers and tears, to quench 
this miferable fire of diflenfion, while too many others 
added daily fuel unto it. And for his family, his care 
was very great over that, even then, when his occa- 
fions caufed his abfence from it. And when he was 
at home, his exhortations to us to continue in virtue 
and godly life, were fo pious and frequent ; his admo- 
nitions fo grave and piercing ; his reprehenfions fo mild 
and gentle ; and (above all) his own example in every 
religious and moral duty, fo conflant and manifeil, that 
his equal may be defired, but can hardly be met 
withal." 

Quarles was undoubtedly the mofl voluminous, as 
well as the mofl popular, writer of his day. A mere 
enumeration of his various compofitions, in verfe and 
profe, fetting forth their extraordinary titles at large, 
would occupy no inconfiderable fpace. Befides his 
poetical verfions of the entire books of Jonah, Efther, 
Job, the Lamentations of Jeremiah, and the Eccle- 
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fiaftes and Song of Solomon, he paraph rafed feveral 
other portions of Scripture. His original poems are 
almoft equally numerous, and, like the preceding, 
almoft exclufively of a facred character. He was the 
author of feven other religious works in profe, as well 
as five political tra£ts and a comedy. 

Whatever diverfity of opinion may exift with refpedl 
to his particular merits as a writer, there is no room 
for queftioning his diligence. How, amidft his pro- 
feflional and other avocations, he found time to com- 
pofe fo much, is beft explained by his widow, who, in 
her very brief account of his life and writings, fo often 
before referred to, incidentally obferves : — " And 
though it be too frequent a fault (as we fee by expe- 
rience) in gentlemen whofe difpolitions incline them 
to the ftudy of poetry, to be loofe and debauched in 
their lives, yet it was very far from him. Their de- 
light could not be greater in the tavern, than his was 
in his ftudy; to which he devoted himfelf late and 
early, ufually by three o'clock in the morning." 
Bearing in mind the troublous period in which it was 
his lot to be caft, as well as the doubtful charadler of 
too many compofing that political party with whom 
he was forced to alFociate, the juftice of the above 
encomium is fully borne out by the exifting fruits of 
his ftudies. 

Unlike the generality of authors, Quarles did not 
publifh his works in the fame order as he compofed 
them. His rule of publication, indeed, was no lefs irre- 
gular than the ftyle of his compofitions. His earlieft 
attempt at authorfhip was " The Virgin Widow," a 
comedy, which was written, and privately afted with 
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fuccefs, about the year 1620, or fliortly after his 
removal from Cambridge to Lincoln's Inn; but not 
publifhed till five years after his deceafe. Seven other 
pieces like wife (including the beft fpecimens of his 
profe efforts) were pofthumoufly printed, but whofe 
order of compofition is doubtful. 

Probably the afcendancy of his religious convidlions 
early refolved him to abandon not only the dramatic, 
but alfo every other ftyle of fecular compofition : for, 
with the exception of his *' Argalus and Parthenia," 
which was written immediately after his comedy, and 
publifhed in the year 1621, all his fubfequent works 
(thofe at leaft committed by himfelf to the prefs) were 
either paraphrafes of the Scriptures, or facred medita- 
tions and epigrams. 

Of his various poetical compofitions, his Para- 
phrafes of the Holy Scriptures are decidedly en- 
titled to the firft rank. In following the authorized 
verfion of them, he has not facrificed a whit either of 
their fimplicity or fenfe whilft exhibiting his art as a 
poet. His numbers, if not at all times melodious, 
never excite our ridicule by their unnatural contor- 
tions, as is too frequently the cafe in fome of his other 
poems ; on the contrary, their meafure, which is ufually 
heroic, preferves throughout an even and graceful 
flow. He lofes no opportunity of improving upon the 
poetical idea fuggefted either direftly by his original, 
or indireftly by the occafion. As an example of the 
latter, we may refer to the magnificent defcription of 
the Almighty's appearance to, and controverfy with. 
Job, as given in his verfion of that patriarch's book ; 
the language of which rifes proportionably with the 
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intereft of the fcene, until it reaches fublimity. It 
may be doubted whether a finer paffage than that in 
queftion can be found in the writings of any poet, 
profane or facred, who preceded him. 

The ftudent of Quarles's poetry has juft occafion 
to regret his author's want of confidence in himfelf. 
He manifeftly might have been, but unfortunately was 
not at all times, original. In the vulgar fenfe, he was 
no plagiarift ; but he ufually borrowed the subject of his 
pieces from others. Thus, his ftory of " Argalus and 
Parthenia " was taken from Chaucer, and paraphrafed 
much after the fame fafhion as he treated the Scrip- 
tures. If, inftead of tethering his mufe in paftures 
preoccupied by and known to all, he had confecrated a 
few of his ftudious hours and his admirable talents to 
the production of fome purely original poem, facred or 
otherwife, there can be little doubt that the completed 
fuccefs would have crowned his effort ; and his lite- 
rary fame would then have fufFered neither from" the 
bigotry of his own, nor the fupinenefs of a later genera- 
tion. As it IS, he is hardly permitted to rank with 
our fecond-rate poets. 

His firft work in point of popularity was, and ever 
has been, his " Emblems, Divine and Moral," which 
he gave originally to the world in 1635, with moft 
admirable illuftrations (confidering the period in which 
they were executed) by Marfhall and Simpfon. Few 
books of its clafs have yielded more genuine pleafure 
to the ordinary reader, or been in confequence more 
frequently reprinted than this. Like the majority of 
his productions, however, the idea of it was borrowed ; 
and in this inftance from Herman Hugo, the Jufuit's 
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'' Pia Defideria/' which had been publiflied a few 
years previoufly on the Continent. Hugo was him- 
felf indebted to Andrew Alciat, a famous Milanefe 
do£tor in the fixteenth century, for the plan of his 
work. 

The extraordinary fuccefs of Quarles's '' Emblems/' 
when they firft appeared, was doubtlefs attributable in 
no fmall meafure to the excellency of the prints that 
accompanied them. Our forefathers in the feventeenth 
century, fo far as regarded their intelleftual capacities, 
were but children of a larger growth. They needed 
to be taught, as our little ones now are, by pictures, 
and they were as eafily captivated by them. George 
Wither, a facred poet and illuftrator of Emblems 
himfelf, who fiourifhed a few years later than Quarles, 
thus moralizes upon their efFeft : — " When levity or a 
childifh delight in trifling objects hath allured them to 
look on the pictures, curiofity may urge them to peep 
further, that they may feek out their meanings in our 
annexed illuflrations, in which may lurk fome fentence 
or expreffion, fo evidently pertinent to their eflates, 
persons, or aflfedlions, as will, at that inftant or after- 
wards, make way for thofe confiderations, which will 
at laft wholly change them, or much better them in 
their converfations." 

Both the prints and mottoes of the two laft books 
of Quarles's " Emblems," are exactly copied from thofe 
of Herman Hugo. The fubjects being fimilar, he 
has, therefore, frequently availed himfelf of the ideas 
of the '' Pia Defideria," as well as fometimes appro- 
priated lines and entire pafTages from it; but he has 
fo added to, and improved upon, his prototype, that 
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the imitation detradls little from his originality. Had 
he failed altogether in the latter refpeft, or contented 
himfelf with the lefs ambitious duty of tranflating the 
works of his two predeceflbrs, his countrymen would 
ftill have been laid under no mean obligations to him 
for the introduftion of a fyftem, which combined in 
the happieft manner amufement with inftrudlion, and 
long continued, as it deserved to be, eminently popular 
amonft them. If any proof of his success in this in- 
terefting department of literature were needed, it may 
be difcovered in the facSt, that, numerous as have been 
his imitators, none have equalled, much lefs furpafled 
him. The judgment of pofterity has awarded him the 
lirft rank as an illuftrator of Emblems. " Had he 
been" (says old Fuller) " contemporary with Plato, 
that great back-friend to poets, he would not only have 
allowed him to live, but advanced him to an office in 
his Commonwealth. Some poets, if debarred profane- 
nefs, wantonnefs, and fatiricalnefs, that they may neither 
abufe God themfelves, nor their neighbours, have 
their tongues c.ut out in efFeft. Others only trade in 
wit at the fecond hand ; being all for tranflations, 
nothing for invention. Our Quarles was free from 
the faults of the firfl, as if he had drunk of Jordan 
inftead of Helicon, and flept on Mount Olivet for his 
ParnafTus 5 and was happy in his own invention. His 
vifible poetry, I mean his ' Emblems,' is excellent, 
catching therein the eye and fency at one draught 5 so 
that he has out-Alciated Alciat therein, in fome men's 
judgments." 

W. W. 



TO 



MY MUCH HONOURED, AND NO LESS TRULY BELOVED 

FRIEND, 

EDWARD BENLOWES, Eso. 



My deah Friend, 

YOU have put the Theorbo into my hand, and I 
have played : you gave the mufician the firft 
encouragement ; the mufic returneth to you for patro- 
nage. Had it been a light air, no doubt but it had 
taken the moft, and among them the worft ; but being 
a grave ftrain, my hopes are, that it will pleafe the 
beft, and among them you* Toyifli airs pleafe trivial 
ears; they kifs the fancy, and betray it. They cry, 
Hail, firft; and after. Crucify: Let daws delight to 
immerd themfelves in dung, whilft eagles fcorn fo poor 
a game as flies. Sir, you have art and candour ; let 
the one judge, let the other excufe. 

Your most afFedlionate Friend, 

FRA. QUARLES. 



TO THE READER. 



AN Emblem is but a filent parable : Let not the 
tender eye check, to fee the allufion to our 
blefled Saviour figured in thefe types. In holy Scrip- 
ture he is fometimes called a Sower 5 fometimes a 
Fiflier ; fometimes a Pbyfician : And why not pre- 
fented fo as well to the eye as to the ear ? Before the 
knowledge of letters, God was known by hieroglyphics. 
And indeed what are the Heavens, the earth, nay, 
every creature, but Hieroglyphics and Emblems of his 
glory ? I have no more to fay ; I wifh thee as much 
pleafure in the reading, as I had in writing. Farewell, 
Reader. 

FRANCIS QUARLES. 



BY fathers back'd, by holy writ led on : 
Thou fhow'ft the way to Heav*n by Helicon : 
The Mufes' font is confecrate by thee, 
And Poefy baptized Divinity : 
BlefPd foul, that here embark'ft : thou fail'ft apace, 
*Tis hard to fay, mov'd more by wit or grace. 
Each mufe fo plies her oar : But O the fail 
Is fiU'd from Heav'n with a diviner gale : 
When poets prove divines, why fhould not I 
Approve in verfe this divine poetry ? 
Let this fuffice to license thee the prefs : 
I muft no more j nor could the truth fay lefs. 

Sic approbavit 

RIC. LOVE, Procan. Cant. 



Tot Flores QUARLES, quot Paradifus habet 
Leftori bene male-volo, 

^i legit ex Horto hoc FloreSy qui carpit, uterque 

Jure poteft Violas dicere, jure Rofas : 
Non e Pamaffo VIOLAM^feJiivl ROSE TO 

Carpit Apollo^ magis quae fit amoena, ROSAM. 
Quot Verfus VIOLAS legis ; & quern verba locutum 

Credis, verba dedit : Nam dedit ille ROSAS, 
Utque Ego non dicam haec VIOLAS fuaviflima ; Tute 

Ipfe fecis VIOLAS.^ Lividey fi violas. 
Nam velut e VIOL IS fibi fugit Aranea virus : 

Vertis at in fiiccos Hafque ROSAS que tuos. 
Quas violas Mufas, VIOLAS puto, quafque recufas 

Dente tuo rofas ^ has, reor, effe ROSAS, 
Sic rosasy facis effe ROSAS^ dum Zoile, rodis : 

Sic facies has VIOLAS^ Livide^ dum violas. 

EDW. BENLOWES. 
Brent-Hall, 1634. 
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Cum Cceliim aufpicio Solum defpicio. 

%^e 3ntiocaricin. 

1^ OUSE thee, my foul ; and drain thee from the 

Ja. dregs 

Of vulgar thoughts ; fcrew up the heighten'd pegs 

Of thy fublime Theorbo four notes high'r, 

And high'r yet, that fo the fhriil-mouth'd quire 



THE INVOCATION. 



BOOK I. 



Of fwift-wing'd feraphims may come and join, 
And make the concert more than half divine. 
Invoke no mufe ; let Heav'n be thine Apollo ; 
And let his facred influences hallow 
Thy high-bred ftrains. Let his full beams infpire 
Thy ravifli'd brains with more heroic fire : 
Snatch thee a quill from the fpread eagle's wing, 
And, like the morning lark, mount up and fing : 
Caft oflF thefe dangling plummets, that fo clog 
Thy laboring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon earth ; let flefn and blood forbear 
To ftop thy flight, till this bafe world appear 
A thin blue landfcape : let thy pinions foar 
So high a pitch, that men may feem no more 
Than pifmires, crawling on the mole-hill earth. 
Thine ear untroubled with their frantic mirth ; 
Let not the frailty of thy flefli difturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; let reafon curb 
Thy hot-mouth'd paflion^ and let Heav'n's fire fefaon 
The frefh conceits of thy corrected reafon. 
Difdain to warm thee at luft's fmoky fires. 
Scorn, fcorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 
Come, come, my foul, hoift up thy higher fails. 
The wind blows fair; (hall we ftill creep like fnails, 
That glide their ways with their own native flimes ? 
No, we muft fly like eagles, and our rhymes 
Muft mount to Heav'n, and reach the Olympic ear ; 
Our Heav'n-blown fire muft feek no other fphere. 

Thou, great Theanthropos, that giv'ft and ground'ft 
Thy gifts in duft, and from our dunghill crown'ft 
RefleSing honour, taking by retail 
What thou haft giv'n in grofs, from lapfed, frail, 
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And finful man : that drink'ft full draughts, wherein 
Thy children's lep'rous fingers, fcurPd with fin, 
Have paddled ; cleanfe, O cleanfe my crafty foul 
From fecret crimes, and let my thoughts control 
My thoughts : O teach me floutly to deny 
Myfelf, that I may be no longer 1 : 
Enrich my fancy, clarify my thoughts, 
Refine my drofs ; O wink at human feults ; 
And through the flender conduit of my quill 
Convey thy current, whofe clear flreams may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praife : 
Crown me with glory, take, who lift, the bays. 



B 2 



Emblem 




Totus mundus in maligno (maliligno) pofitus eft. 

Every man is tempted, when he is drawn away by his 

own lust, and enticed. — James i. 14. 

5.TWTOT eatJ nottafte? nottouch? notcaftaneye 

J_\ Upon the fruit of this fair tree ? and why ? 
Why eat'ft thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food ? 
Orcanft thou think that bad which Heav'n call'd good? 
Why was it made, if not to be enjoy'd ? 
Neglefl of favours makes a favour void : 
Bleflinss unuPd, pervert into a wafte 
As well as furfeits : woman, do but tafte : 
See how the laden boughs make Ulent fuit 
To be enjoy'd : look how their bending fruit 
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Meet thee half-way : obferve but how they crouch 
To kifs thy hand ; coy woman, do but touch : 
Mark what a pure vermilion blufh has dyed 
Their fwelling cheeks, and how for fhame they hide 
Their palfy heads, to fee themfelves ftand by 
Neglefted : woman, do but caft an eye. 
What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for ufe, refufe not ; 
Come, pull and eat ; y' abufe the thing ye ufe not. 

Eve. Wifeft of beafts, our great Creator did 
Referve this tree, and this alone forbid ; 
The reft are freely ours, which doubtlefs are 
As pleafing to the tafte ; to the eye as feir : 
But touching this, his ftrict commands are fuch 
'Tis death to tafte, ho lefs than death to touch. 

Serp. Pifli ; death's a fable ; did not Heav'n infpire 
Your equal elements with living fire. 
Blown from the fpring of life ? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? come ; ye are as free from death 
As he that made you. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled ; can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creator's voice proclaim 
Whate'er he made, from the blue fpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles, very good ? 
BlefT'd he not both the feeder and the food ? 
Tell, tell me then, what danger can accrue 
From fuch bleflfd food, to such half gods as you ? 
Curb needlefs fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abufe your freedom ; woman, take and eat. 

Eve, 'Tis true, we are immortal ; death is yet 
Unborn, and, till rebellion make it death. 
Undue ; I know the fruit is good, until 
Prefumptuous difobedience make it ill. 
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The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 

To let in death, and make immortd mortal. [not. 

Serp. You cannot die ; come, woman, tafte and fear 

Eve. Shall Eve tranfgrefs ? I dare not, O, I dare not. 

Serp. Afraid? why draw'ft thou back thy timrous arm? 
Harm only falls on fuch as fear a harm. 
Heav'n knows and fears the virtue of this tree : 
'Twill make you perfeft gods as well as he. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondnefs never 
Fear death : do, pull, and eat, and live for ever. 

Eve, 'Tis but an apple 5 and it is as good 
To do as to defire. Fruit's made for food : 
I'll pull, and tafte, and tempt my Adam too 
To know the fecrets of this dainty. Serp. Do. 

S. Chrys. sup. Matth. 
He forced him not : he touched him not : only faid, 
Caji thyfelfdown; that we may know, that whofoever 
obeyeth the devil, cafteth himfelf down : for the devil 
may fuggeft, compel he cannot. 

S. Bern, in Ser. 
It is the devil's part to fuggeft: ours, not to con- 
fent. As oft as we refift him, so often we overcome 
him : as often as we overcome him, so often we bring 
joy to the angels, and glory to God ; who oppofeth us, 
that we may contend ; and affifteth us, that we may 
conquer. 

Epig. I. 
Unlucky parliament ! wherein, at laft, 
Both houfes are agreed, and firmly paft 
An aft of death confirm'd by higher pow'rs; 
O had it had but fuch fuccefs as ours ! 



Emblem 2. 




Then when lufl hath conceived. It hr'tngeth forth fin i and 
fin^ when it is finijhed, bringeth forth death. 

LAMENT, lament ; look, look, what thou haft 
done: 
Lament the world's, lament thine own eilate : 
Look, look, by doing, how thou art undone \ 

Lament thy fell, lament thy change of ftate : 
Thy faith is broken, and thy freedom gone, 
See, fee too foon, what thou lament'ft too late, 
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O thou that wert fo many men, nay, all 
Abridged in one, how has thy defp'rate fall 
Deftroy'd thy unborn feed, deftroy'd thyfelf withal ! 

Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 

Equal to angels that excel in pow'r. 
What haft thou done ? O why haft thou obey'd 

Thine own deftruftion ? like a new-cropt flow'r, 
How does the glory of thy beauty fade ! 
How are thy fortunes blafted in an hour ! 

How art thou cow'd that haft the pow'r to quell 
The fpite of new fall'n angels, baffle hell. 
And vie with thofe that ftood, and vanquifti thofe that fell. 

See how the world (whofe chafte and pregnant womb 

Of late conceiv'd, and brought forth nothing ill) 
Is now degenerated, and become 

A bafe adult'refs, whofe falfe births do fill 
The earth with monfters, monfters that do roam 
And rage about, and make a trade to kill : 

Now glutt'ny paunches ; luft begins to fpawn ; 
Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn ; 
Pale envy pines, pride fwells, and floth begins to yawn. 

The air that whifper'd now begins to roar ; 

And bluft'ring Boreas blows the boiling tide ; 
The white-mouth'd water now ufurps the fliore. 

And fcorns the pow'r of her tridental guide j 
The fire now burns, that did but warm before, 
And rules her ruler with refiftlefs pride : 

Fire, water, earth, and air, that firft were made 
To be fubdu'd, fee how they now invade ; 
They rule whom once they ferv'd, command where 
once obey'd. 
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Behold, that nakednefs, that late bewray'd 

Thy glory, now's become thy fhame, thy wonder ; 
Behold, thofe trees whofe various fruits were made 

For food, now turn'd a (hade to fliroud thee under ; 
Behold, that voice (which thou haft difobey'd) 
That late was mufic, now affrights like thunder. 
Poor man ! are not thy joints grown faint with 

fhaking 
To view th' efFeft of thy bold undertaking. 
That in one hour didft mar what Heav'n fix days was 
making. 

S. August, lib. i. de Lib. Arbit 

It is a moft juft punifhment, that man (hould lofe 
that freedom, which man could not ufe, yet had power 
to keep, if he would ; and that he who had knowledge 
to do what was right, and did not, fhould be deprived 
of the knowledge of what was right ; and that he who 
would not do righteoufly, when he had the power, 
fhould lofe the power to do it, when he had the will. 

Hugo de Anima. 
They are juftly punifhed that abufe lawful things, 
but they are moft juftly punifhed, that ufe unlawful 
things : thus Lucifer fell from heaven : thus Adam 
loft his paradife. 

Epig. z. 

See how thefe fruitful kernels, being caft 
Upon the earth, how thick they fpring ! how faft ! 
A full ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud ! 
Prepoft'rous man firft fow'd, and then he ploughed. 



Emblem 3. 




Even in laughter the heart is ferrowful ; and the end of 
that mirth is heavinefs. 

ALAS I fond child. 
How are thy thoughts beguil'd 
To hope for honey from a neft of wafps f 
Thou may'ft as well 
Go feek for eafe in hell, 
Or fprightly nedtar from the mouth of alps. 
The world's a hive, 
From whence thou canft derive 



BOOK I. EMBLEMS. ii 

I- I - - I-* — __ !■ I I I - - - ■ -n ^ 

No good, but what thy foul's vexation brings : 
But cafe thou meet 
Some petty-petty fweet, 
Each drop is guarded with a thoufand ftings. 

Why doft thou make 
Thefe murm'ring troops for fake 
The fafe proteftion of their waxen homes ? 
Their hive contains 
No fweet that's worth thy pains ; 
There's nothing here, alas ! but empty combs. 

For trafh and toys, 
And grief-engend'ring joys, 
What torm.ent feems too fharp for flefh and blood ; 
What bitter pills, 
Compof'd of real ills. 
Men fwallow down to purchafe one falfe good ! 

The dainties here, 
Are leaft what they appear ; 
Though fweet in hopes, yet in fruition four : 
The fruit that's yellow, 
Is found not always mellow ; 
The faireft tulip's not the fweeteft flow'r. 

Fond youth, give o'er. 
And vex thy foul no more 
In feeking what were better far unfound ; 
Alas ! thy gains 
Are only prefent pains 
To gather fcorpions for a future wound. 

What's earth ? or in it. 
That longer than a minute, 
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Can lend a free delight that can endure ? 
O who would droil, 
Or delve in fuch a foil, 
Where gain's uncertain, and the pain is fure ? 



S. August. 



Sweetnefs in temporal matters is deceitful : It is a 
labour and a perpetual fear ; it is a dangerous pleafure, 
whofe beginning is without Providence, and whofe end 
is not without repentance. 



Hugo. 



Luxury is an enticing pleafure, a baftard mirth, which 
hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and a fting 
in her tail. 



Epig. 3. 

What, Cupid, are thy fliafts already made ? 
And feeking honey to fet up thy trade. 
True emblem of thy fweets ! thy bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a fting. 



Emblem 4. 




Te be laid in the balance^ it is altogether lighter than 

vanity, 

EUT in another weight : 'tis yet too light : 
And yet, fond Cupid, put another in ; 
I yet another : (till there's under weight : 
Put in another hundred : put again ; 

Add world to world ; then heap a thouland more 
To that ; then, to renew thy wafted ftore. 
Take up more worlds on truit,to draw thybalance low'r. 
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Put in the flefli, with all her loads of pleafure ; 

Put in great Mammon's ehdlefs inventory ; 
Put in the pond'rous adls of mighty Caefar : 
Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory ; 
Add Scipio's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown : 
Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. 
Thy balance will not draw ; thy balance will not down. 

Lord ! what a world is this, which day and night, 

Men feek with fo much toil, with fo much trouble ? 
Which, weigh'd in equal fcales, is found fo light. 
So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble ! 

Good God ! that frantic mortals fhould deftroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
Upon fuch airy trafh, upon fo light a toy ! 

Thou bold impoftor, how haft thou befool'd 
The tribe of man with counterfeit defire ! 
How has the breath of thy falfe bellows cool'd 
Heav'n's freeborn flame, and kindled baftard fire ! 
How haft thou vented drofs inftead of treafure. 
And cheated men with thy felfe weights and 
meafure, 
Proclaiming bad for good ; and gilding death with 
pleafure ! 

The world's a crafty ftrumpet, moft affefting 

And clofely following thofe that moft rejedl her ; 
But feeming carelefs, nicely difrefpefting 
And coyly flying thofe that moft affect her 5 

If thou be free, (he's ftrange; if ftrange, (he's free; 
Flee, and fhe follows ; follow, and fne '11 flee ; 
Than (he there's none more coy, there's none more fond 
than flie. 
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O what a crocodilian world is this, 

CompoPd of treach'ries, and infnaring wiles ! 
She clothes deftrudlion in a formal kifs, 
And lodges death in her deceitful fmiles ; 

She hugs the foul fhe hates ; and there does prove 
The verieft tyrant, where (he vows to love ; 
And is a ferpent moft, when moft fhe feems a dove. 

Thrice happy he, whofe nobler thoughts defpife 

To make an objedl of fo eafy gains ; 
Thrice happy he, who fcorns fo poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his heroic pains : 
Thrice happy he, who ne'er was born to try 
Her frowns or fmiles : or being born, did lie 
In his fad nurfe's arms an hour or two, and die. 



S. August, lib. Confefs. 
O you that dote upon this world, for what viftory do 
ye fight ? Your hopes can be crowned with no greater 
reward than the world can give ; and what is the 
world, but a brittle thing full of dangers, wherein we 
travel from lefTer to greater perils ? O let all her vain, 
light, momentary glory perifh with herfelf, and let us 
be converfant with more eternal things. Alas ! this 
world is miferable ; life is fhort, and death is fure. 



Epic. 4. 

My foul, what's lighter than a feather ? Wind. 
Than wind ? The fire. And what, than fire ? The 

mind. 
What's lighter than the mind ? A thought. Than 

thought ? 
This bubble world. What, than this bubble ? Nought. 



Emblem 




His vertitur orb is. 
t Cor. VII. 4.1. 

The fajhion of this world fajfeth away. 

QONE are thofe golden dajra wherein 
Pale confcience ftarted not at ugly fin : 
hen good old Saturn's peaceful throne 
Was unumrped by his beardlefs fon : 

When jealous Ops ne'er fear'd th' abufe 
Of her chafte bed, or breach of nuptial truce ; 

When juft Aftraea poif d her fcalcs 
In mortal hearts, whofe abfence earth bewails ; 
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When froth-born Venus and her brat, 
With all that fpurious brood young Jove begat, 

In horrid fhapes were yet unknown ; 
Thofe halcyon days, that golden age is gone. 

There was no client then to wait 
The leifure of his long-tail'd advocate ; 

The talion law was in requeft, 
And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in every breaft : 

Abufed ftatutes had no tenters, 
And men could deal fecure without indentures : 

There was no peeping hole to clear 
The wittal's eye from his incarnate fear : 

There were no luftful cinders then 
To broil the carbonadoed hearts of men : 

The rofy cheeks did then proclaim 
A fhame of guilt, but not a guilt of fhame : 

There was no whining foul to ftart 
At Cupid's twang, or curfe his flaming dart : 

The boy had then but callow wings, 
And fell Erennys' fcorpions had no ftings : 

The better-afted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love. 

Love eflencM in the hearts of men ! 
Then reafbn rul'd, there was no paflion then ; 

Till luft and rage began to enter. 
Love the circumPrence was, and love the centre ; 

Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The fimple world was all compof'd of love ; 

But Jove grew flefhly, falfe, unjuft ; 
Inferior beauty filPd his veins with luft : 

And cucquean Juno's fury hurl'd 
Fierce balls of rape into th' inceftuous world : 

c 



i8 EMBLEMS. book i. 

Aftraea fled, and love returnM 
From earth, earth boil'd with luft, with rage it burn'd. 

And ever fince the world hath been 
Kept going with the fcourge of luft and fpleen. 



S. Ambrose. 

Luft is a ftiarp fpur to vice, which always putteth 
the affeftions into a falfe gallop. 

Hugo. 

Luft is an immoderate wantonnefs of the flefh, a 
fweet poifon, a cruel peftilence 5 a pernicious poifon, 
which weakeneth the body of man, and efFeminateth 
the ftrength of an heroic mmd. 

S. AtrcusT. 

Envy is the hatred of another's felicity: in refpedl 
of fuperiors, becaufe they are not equal to them ; in 
refpedl of inferiors, left he fliould be equal to them ; 
in refpedl of equals, becaufe they are equal to them. 
Through envy proceeded the fall of the world, and 
death of Christ. 



Epic. 5. 

What, Cupid, muft the world be lafli'd fo foon ? 
But made at morning, and be whipt at noon ? 
'Tis like the wag, that plays with Venus' doves. 
The more 'tis lafh'd, the more perverfe it proves. 



Emblem 6. 




ECCLES. II, 17. 

jill is vanity and vtxation affpirit. 

T TOW is the anxious foul of man bcfool'd 
I J_ In his delire, 
That thinlcs an heilic fever may be cool'd 

In flames of fire ? 
Or hopes to ralce full heaps of burnifb'd gold 

From nafty mire ? 
A whining lover may as well requeft 

A fcornfiil breafl; 
To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world for reft. 
c 2 
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Let wit, and all her ftudy'd plots efFe£l 

The beft they can ; 
Let fmiling fortune pro(per and perfeft 

What wit began ; 
Let earth advife with both, and fo projeft 

A happy man ; 
Let wit or fawning fortune vie their beft ; 

He may be Weft 
With all the eartn can give; but earth can give no reft. 

Whofe gold is double with a careful hand, 

His cares are double ; 
The pleafure, honour, wealth of fea and land 

Bring but a trouble ; 
The world itfelf, and all the world's command, 

Is but a bubble. 
The ftrong defires of man's infatiate breaft 

May ftand poffeft 
Of all that earth can give; but earth can give no reft. 

The world's a feeming paradife, but her own 

And man's tormentor; 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling ftone 

Without a tenter ; 
It is a vaft circumference, where none 

Can find a centre. 
Of more than earth, can earth make none pofTeft; 

And he that leaft 
Regards this reftlefs world, fhall in this world find reft. 

True reft confifts not in the oft revying 
Of worldly drofs; 
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Earth's miry purchafe is not worth the buying ; 

Her gain is lofs ; 
Her reft but giddy toil, if not relying 

Upon her crofs. 
How worldlings droil for trouble ! that fond breaft 

That is poflbrd 
Of earth without a crofs, has earth without a reft. 



Cass, in Ps, 



The crofs is the invincible fanftuary of the humble, 
the dejeftion of the proud, the viftory of Chrift, the 
deftru&ion of the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, 
the death of the unbeliever, the life of the juft, 

Damascen. 

The crofe of Chrift is the key of paradife ; the weak 
man's ftafF; the convert's convoy j the upright man's 
perfeftion ; the foul and body's health ; the prevention 
of all evil, and the procurer of all good. 



Epig. 6. 



Worldlings, whofe whimp'ring folly holds the lofles 
Of honour, pleafure, health, and wealth fuch croftes, 
Look here, and tell me what your arms engrofs, 
When the beft end of what he hugs 's a crofs ? 



Emblem 7. 




Latet hoftis, et 



Bt fiber-, be vigUan t; becaufe your adverfary the devily 
as a roaring Hon., ■walketh about., fitking vibom he may 

devour. 

WHY doft thou fufFerluftful (loth to creep, 
Dull Cyprian lad, into thy wanton brows ; 
Is this a time to pay thine idle vows 
At Morpheus' Ihrine r Is this a time to fteep 

Thy brains in wafteful flumbers ? up, and roufe 
Thy leaden fpirit : \& this a time to fleep ? 
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Adjourn thy fanguine dreams, awake, arife, 
Call in thy thoughts, and let them all advife, 
Hadft thou as many heads as thou haft wounded eyes. 

Look, look, what horrid furies do await 

Thy flatt'ring fl umbers ! If thy drowfy head 
But chance to nod, thou falPft into a bed 

Of fulph'rous flames, whofe torments want a date. 
Fond boy, be wife, let not thy thoughts be fed 

With Phrygian wifdom 5 fools are wife too late : 
Beware betimes, and let thy reafon fever 
Thofe gates which paiEon cloPd j wake now or never ; 

For if thou nod'ft thou fall'ft j and, falling, fall'ft for ever. 

Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare : 

His bow is bent, and he hath notch'd his dart; 

He aims, he levels at thy flumb'ring heart : 
The wound is pofting, O be wife, beware. 

What, has the voice of danger loft the art 
To raife the fpirit of neglefted care ? 

Well, fleep thy fill, and take thy foft repofes ; 

But know, withal, fweet taftes have four clofes ; 
And he repents in thorns, that fleeps in beds of rofes. 

Yet, fluggard, wake, and gull thy foul no more 

With earth's falfe pleafures, and the world's delight, 
Whofe fruit is fair and pleafing to the fight. 

But four in tafte, felfe as the putrid core : 
Thy flaring glafs is gems at her half light ; 

She makes thee feeming rich, but truly poor : 
She boafts a kernel, and beftows a fhell ; 
Performs an inch of her fair-promiPd ell : 

Her words proteft a heav'n ; her works produce a hell. 



^t^m^-^mm. 
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O thou, the fountain of whofe better part, 
Is earth'd and eravelM up with vain defire : 
That daily walTow*ft in the flefhly mire 

And bafe pollution of a luftful heart, 

That feel'ft no paffion, but in wanton fire, 

And own*ft no torment, but In Cupid's dart ; 
Behold thy type : thou fitt'ft upon this ball 
Of earth, fecure, while death that flings at all. 

Stands arm'd to ftrike thee down, where flames attend 
thy fell. 



S. Bern. 

Security is no where ; neither in heaven nor in 
paradife, much lefs in the world : In heaven the angels 
fell from the divine prefence; in paradife, Adam fell 
from his place of pleafure ; in the world, Judas fell 
fi-om the fchool of our Saviour. 

Hugo. 

I eat fecure, I drink fecure, I fleep fecure, even as 
though I had paft the day of death, avoided the day of 
judgment, and efcaped the torments of hell-fire : I play 
and laugh, as though I were already triumphing in the 
kingdom of Heaven. 



Epig. 7. ' 

Get up, my foul j redeem thy flavifti eyes 
From drowfy bondage : O beware, be wife : 
Thy foe's before thee ; thou muft fight, or fly : 
Life lies moft open in a clofed eye. 



Emblem 8. 




Woe unto you that laugh now ! for ye Jhall mourn 
and weep. 

XHE world's a popular direaTe, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantic brains 
_ 3or diftemper'd mortals, oft arifing 
From ill digeAion, th' unequal poifmg 
Of ill-weigh'd elements, whofe light dire£ts 
Malignant humours to malign cfFefts : 
One raves and labours with a boiling liver ; 
Rends hair by handfuls, curfing Cupid's quiver ; 
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Another, wth a bloody flux of oaths, 
Vows deep revenge : one doats ; the other loaths : 
One frifks and fings, and cries, A flagon more 
To drench dry cares, and make the welkin roar ; 
Another droops : the fun-fhine makes him fad j 
Heav'n cannot pleafe : one's mopp'd : the other's 

mad: 
One hugs his gold j another lets it fly : 
He knowing not for whom ; nor t'other why. 
One fpends his day in plots, his night in play j 
Another fleeps and flugs both night and day : 
One laughs at this thing, t'other cries for that. 
Wonder of wonders ! What we ought t'evite 
As our difeafe, we hug as our delight : 
*Tis held a fymptom of approaching danger, 
When difacquainted fenfe becomes a ftranger, 
And takes no knowledge of an old difeafe j 
But when a noifome grief begins to pleafe 
The unrefifting fenfe, it is a fear 
That death has parly'd, and compounded there : 
As when the dreadful Thund'rer's awful hand 
Pours forth a vial on the infedled land. 
At firft the afFright'ned mortals quake and fear 
And ev'ry noife is thought the Thunderer : 
But when the frequent foul-departing bell 
Has pav'd their ears with her ^miliar knell, 
It is reputed but a nine-days wonder. 
They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his thunder. 
So when the world (a worfe difeafe) began 
To fmart for fin, poor new-created man 
Could feek for ftielter, and his gen'rous fon 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done : 
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But bold-faced mortals in our bluihlefs times 
Can (ing and finile, and make a fport of crimes, 
Tranfgrefs of cuftom, and rebel in eafe, 
We falfe-joy'd fools can triumph in difeafe. 
And (as the carelefs pilgrim, being bit 
By the tarantula, begins a fit 
Of life-concluding laughter) wafte our breath 
In lavifh pleafiire, till we laugh to death. 



Hugo de Aulma. 



What profit is there in vain glory, momentary mirth, 
the world's power, the flefh's pleafure, full riches, 
noble defcent, and great defires ? Where is their 
laughter ? Where is their mirth ? Where their info- 
lence ? their arrogance ? From how much joy to how 
much fadnefs ! After how much mirth, how much 
mifery ! From how great glory are they fallen, to 
how great torment ! What hath fallen to them, may 
befal thee, becaufe thou art a man : Thou art of earth j 
thou liveft of earth j thou (halt return to earth. Death 
expefteth thee every-where ! Be wife, therefore, and 
expe6l death every-where. 



Epic. 8. 



What ails the fool to laugh ? Does fomething pleafe 
His vain conceit ? Or is 't a mere difeafe ? 
Fool, giggle on, and wafte thy wanton breath ; 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death. 



Emblem 9. 




Fruftra quis ftabilcm figat 



Tie world paffeth aivay^ and all the lufti thereof. 

DRAW near, brave fpaxlcs, whofe Tpirits fcorn to 
light 

Your hollow Capers but at honour's flame ; 
You, whole heroic actions take delight 

To varnilh over a new painted name ; 
Whofe high-bred thoughts difdain to take their (light, 

But on th' Icarian wings of babbling fame ; 

Behold, how tottering are your high-built ftories 
Of earth, whereon you truft the ground-work of your 
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And you, more brain-flck lovers, that can prize 

A wanton fmile before eternal joys ; 
That know no heaven but in your miftrefs' eyes ; 

That feel no pleafure but what fenfe enjoys : 
That can, like crown-diftemper*d fools defpife 

True riches, and like babies whine for toys : 

Think ye the pageants of your hopes are able 
To ftand fecure on earth, when earth itfelf 's unftable ? 

Come, dunghill worldlings, you that root like fwine. 

And caft up golden trencnes where you come : 
Whofe only pleafure is to undermine, 

And view the fecrets of your mother's womb : 
Come, bring your faint pouch'd in his leathern flirine. 

And fummon all your griping angels home ; 

Behold the world, the bank of all your ftore. 
The world ye fo admire, the world ye fo adore. 

A feeble world, whofe hot-mouth'd pleafures tire 
Before the race ; before the flart, retreat ; 

A faithlefs world, whofe falfe delights expire 
Before the term of half their promiPd date : 

A fickle world, not worth the leaft defire. 

Where ev*ry chance proclaims a change of ftate : 
A feeble, faithlefs, fickle world wherein 

Each motion proves a vice, and ev'ry aft a fin. 

The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r. 

Is now a ruin, not to raife a luft : 
He that was lately drench'd in Danae's fliow'r, 

Is mafter now of neither good nor truft ; 
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Whofe honour late was mann'd with princely pow'r. 

His glory now lies buried in the duft ; 

O who would truft this world or prize what's in it, 
That gives and takes, and chops and changes, ev'ry 
minute ? 

Nor length of days, nor folid ftrength of brain. 
Can nnd a place wherein to reft fecure : 

The world is various, and the earth is vain ; 

There's nothing certain here, there's nothing fure : 

We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 
And what's our only griefs our only cure : 
The world's a torment j he that would endeavour 

To find the way to reft, muft feek the way to leave her. 



S. Greg, in Horn. 



Behold, the world is withered in itfelf, yet flourifheth 
in our hearts, every-where death, every-where grief, 
every-where defolation : On every fide we are fmitten ; 
on every fide filled with bitternefs, and yet, with the 
blind mind of carnal defire, we love her bitternefs : It 
flieth and we follow it j it falleth, yet we ftick to it : 
And becaufe we cannot enjoy it fallmg, we fell with it, 
and enjoy it fallen. 



Epig. 9. 

If Fortune fail, or envious Time but fpurn. 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn 
When Fortune fees, and lynx-ey'd Time is blind, 
I'll truft thy joys, O worla ; till then, the wind. 



Emblem lo. 




Utriufque crepundia 



JOHN Vlll. +4. 

He are af your father the devil-, and the lufti of your 
father ye will da. 

TXERE'S your right ground ; w^ gently o'er this 
XTL black : 

'Tis a fliort caft ; y' are quickly at the jack. 
Rub, rub an inch or two ; two crowns to one 

On this bowl's fide ; blow wind, 'tis feirly thrown : 
The next bowl's worfe that comes ; come, bowl away : 

Mammon, you know the ground, untutor'd play : 



3» 
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Your laft was gone, a yard of ftrength well fpar'd. 

Had touch'd the block ; your hand is ftill too hard. 
Brave paftime, readers, to confume that day, 

Which, without paftime, flies too fwift away ! 
See how they labour 5 as if day and night 

Were botn too ftiort to ferve their loofe delight : 
See how their curved bodies wreath, and fcrew 

Such antic fhapes as Proteus never knew : 
One raps an oath, another deals a curfe ; 

He never better bowlM ; this never worfe : 
One rubs his itchlefs elbow, fhrugs and laughs. 

The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop, fometimes their Stygian cries 

Send their black Santo's to the blufhing fkies : 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confuHon, 

They make bad premifes, and worfe conclufion : 
But where's a palm that fortune's hand allows 

To blefs the vigor's honourable brows ? 
Come, reader, come ; I'll light thine eye the way 

To view the prize, the while the gamefters play : 
Clofe by the jack, behold, jill Fortune ftands 

To wave the game ; fee in her partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open (how, 

To cheer the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow. 
The world's the jack ; the gamefters that contend, 

Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls 

Are finful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breathes that bowls not? What bold tongue can fay 

Without a blufh, he has not bowl'd to-day ? 
It is the trade of man, and ev'ry finner 

Has play'd his rubbers : every foul's a winner. 
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The vulgar proverb's croft, he hardly can 

Be a good bowler and an honeft man. 
Good God ! turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew ; 
New-fole my bowls, and make their bias true, 
I '11 ceafe to game, till feirer ground be giv'n ; 
Nor wifli to win, until the mark be Heav'n. 



S. Bernard, Lib. de Confid, 

O you fons of Adam, you covetous generations, 
what have ye to do with earthly riches, which are 
neither true, nor yours ; gold and filver are real earth, 
red and white, which only the error of man makes, or 
rather reputes, precious ; In fhort, if they be yours, 
carry them with you. 

S, HiERON. in Ep, 

O luft, thou infernal fire, whofe fuel is gluttony j 
whofe flame is pride j whofe fparkles are wanton 
words ; whofe fmoke is infamy ; whofe afhes are 
uncleannefs ; whofe end is hell. 



Epig, 10, 



Mammon, well foUow'd ? Cupid, bravely led } 
Both touchers -, equal fortune makes a dead ; 
No reed can meafure where the conqueft lies ; 
Take my advice ', compound, and fhare the prize. 



Emblem 




JV walked according to the courfe of this worlds according 
to the prince of the air. 

O WHITHER will this mad-brain world at laft 
Be driven ? Where will her reftlefs wheels arrive i 
Why hurries on her ill-match'd pair fo &ft ? 

O whither means her furious groom to drive ? 
What, will her rambling fits be never paft ? 
For evtfr ranging ? Never once retrieve ? 
Will earth's perpetual progrefs ne'er expire \ 
Her team continuing in their frefh career : 
And yet they never reft, and yet they never tire. 
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SoPs hot-mouth'd fteeds, whofe noftrils vomit flame, 

And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire, 
Their twelve hours' talk perform'd, grow ftifF and lame, 

And their immortal fpirits faint and tire : 
At th' azure mountain's foot their labours claim 
The privilege of reft, where they retire 

To quench their burning fetlocks, and go fteep 
Their flaming noftrils in the weftern deep, 
And 'frelh their tired fouls with ftrength-reftoring fleep. 

But thefe prodigious hackneys, bafely got 

'Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight, 
Can drag the idle world, expelling not 

The bed of reft, but travel with delight ; 
Who never weighing way nor weather, trot 

Through duft and dirt, and droil both night and day ; 
Thus droil thefe fiends incarnate, whofe free pains 
Are fed with dropfies and veneral blains. 
No need to ufe the whip; but ftrength to rule the reins. 

Poor captive world ; How has thy lightnefs giv'n 

A juft occafion to thy foes illuuon ! 
O, how art thou betray'd, thus fairly driv'n 

In feeming triumph to thy own confufion ! 
How is thy empty univerfe bereav'n 

Of all true joys, by one falfe joy's delufion ! 
So I have leen an unblown virgin fed 
With fugar'd words fo full, that fhe is led 
A fair attended bride to a falfe bankrupt's bed. 

Pull, gracious Lord ! Let not thine arm forfake 
The world, impounded in her own devices : 

D 2 
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Think of that pleafure that thou once didft take 

Amongft the lilies and fweet beds of fpices. 
Hale ftrongly, thou whofe hand has pow'r to flack 
The fwift-foot fury of ten thoufand vices : 
Let not thy duu-devouring dragon boaft, 
His craft has won what Judah's lion loft ; 
Remember what is crav'd ; recount the price it coft. 



IsiDOR. Lib. i. de Summo Bono. 

By how much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world 
to an end, by fo much the more fiercely he troubleth 
it with perfecutionj that, knowing himfelf is to be 
damned^ he may get company in his damnation. 

Cyprian, in Ep. 

Broad and fpacious is the road to infernal life ^ there 
are enticements and death-bringing pleafures. There 
the devil flattereth, that he may deceive ; fmileth, that 
he may endamage ; allureth, that he may deftroy. 



Epig. II. 



Nay, foft and fair, good world j poft not too feft ; 
Thy journey's end requires not half this hafte. 
Unlefs that arm thou fo difdain'ft, reprives thee, 
Alas 1 thou needs muft go, the devil drives thee. 



Emblem 12. 




Inopem me copia tccit. 

J> may fuck, but not be fatiffied with the breajl of her 
conflation, 

WHAT, never fiU'd ? Be thy lips fcrew'd fo 
fell 
To th' earth's full breall ? for fhame, for fliame un- 
feize thee ; 
Thou tak'ft a furfeit where thou ftiouM'ft but tafte, 
And mak'ft too much not half enough to pleafe thee. 
Ah, fool, Ibrbear ; thou fwalloweft at one breath 
Both food and poifon down ! thou draw'ft both milk 
and death. 
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The ub'rous breafts, when fairly drawn, repaft 
The thriving infant with their milky flood, 

But being overftrain'd, return at lafl 

Unwholefome gulps compofed of wind and blood. 
A moderate ufe does both repaft and pleafe ; 

Who ftrains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps difeafe. 

But, O that mean, whofe good the leaft abufe 
Makes bad, is too, too hard to be direAed ; 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleafing juice ? 
There 's nothing wholefome where the whole 's in- 
fe£ted. 
Unfeize thy lips : earth's milk 's a ripened core. 
That drops from her difeafe, that matters from her fore. 

Think'ft thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat. 
Is thriving fat ; or flefh that feems fo brawny ? 

Thy paunch is dropfied and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny ; 
Thy fkin *s a bladder blown with wat'ry tumours ; 

Thy flefh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours. 

And thou, whofe thrivelefs hands are ever ftraining 
Earth's fluent breafts into an empty fieve. 

That always haft, yet always art complaining. 

And whin'ft for more than earth has pow'r to give ; 
Whofe treafure flows and flees away as faft j 

That ever haft, and haft, yet haft not what thou haft. 

Go choofe a fubftance, fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meafure j 

Or elfe go feek an urn that will retain 
The liquid body of thy flipp'ry treafure ; 

Alas ! how poorly are thy labours crown'd ! 

Thy liquor 's never fweet, nor yet thy vefTel found. 
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What lefs than fool is man to prog and plot, 
And lavifh out the cream of all his care, 

To gain poor feeming goods ; which, being got. 
Make firm poffeffion but a thoroughfare 5 

Or, if they flay, they furrow thoughts the deeper ; 

And, being kept with care, they lofe their careful keeper. 



S. Greg. Horn. iii. fecund. Parte Ezech. 

If we give more to the flefh than we ought, we 
nourifh an enemy ; if we give not to her neceflity what 
we ought, we deftroy a citizen : the flefh is to be fatif- 
fied fo far as fufEces to our good : whofoever alloweth 
fo much to her as to make her proud, knoweth not 
how to be fatiflied : to be fatiffied is a great art ; left, 
by the fatiety of the flefh, we break forth into the ini- 
quity of her folly, 

Hugo de Anima. 

The heart is a fmall thing, but defireth great matters. 
It is not fufHcient for a kite's dinner, yet the whole 
world is not fufficient for it. 



Epig. 12. 



What makes thee, fool, fo fet ? Fool, thee fo bare ? 
Ye fuck the felf-fame milk, the felf-fame air j 
No mean betwixt all paunch, and fkin and bone ? 
The mean 's a virtue, and the world has none. 



Emblem 13. 




Mtn love darknefs rather than lig 
are evil. 



hty becavfe their deeds 



LORD, when we leave the world and come to thee. 
How dull, how Aug arc we ! 
How backward ! How prepoll'rous is the motion 

Of our ungain devotion ! 
Our thoughts are millftones, and our fouls are lead. 

And our defires are dead : 

Our vows are fairly promiPd, faintly paid ; 

Or broken, or not made ; 
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Our better work (if any good) attends 

Upon our private ends : 
In whofe performance one poor worldly fcofF 

Foils us, or beats us ofF. 
If thy fharp fcourge find out fome fecret fault, 

We grumble or revolt ; 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we ftray. 

Or idly lofe the way. 
Is the road fair, we loiter ; clogg'd with mire, 

We ftick, or elfe retire : 
A lamb appears a lion ; and we fear. 

Each bufh we fee 's a bear. 
When our dull fouls dire<Sl our thoughts to thee. 

As flow as fnails are we : 
But at the earth we dart our wing'd defire ; 

We burn, we burn like fire. 
Like as the am'rous needle joys to bend 

To her magnetic friend : 
Or as the greedy lover's eye-balls fly 

At his fair miftrefs' eye : 
So, fo we cling to earth ; we fly and puft. 

Yet fly not feft enough. 
If pleafure beckon with her balmy hand. 

Her beck 's a ftrong command : 
If honour calls us with her courtly breath. 

An hour's delay is death : 
If profit's golden finger'd charm enveigles. 

We clip more fwift than eagles : 
Let Aufter weep, or bluft'ring Boreas roar 

Till eyes or lungs be fore : 
Let Neptune fwell, until his dropfy fides 

Burft into broken tides : 
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Nor threatening rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire. 

Can curb our fierce defire : 
Nor fire, nor rocks, can ftop our furious minds. 

Nor waves, nor winds ; 
How faft and fearlefs do our footfteps flee ! 
The lightfoot roebuck 's not To fwift as we. 



S. August, fup. Pfal. \xiv. 

Two feveral lovers built two feveral cities ; the love 
of God buildeth a Jerufalem ; the love of the world 
buildeth a Babylon : Let every one inquire of himfelf 
what he loveth, and he (hall refolve himfelf, of whence 
he is a citizen. 

S. August. Lib. iii. Confefs. 

All things are driven by their own weight, and tend 
to their own centre ; my weight is my love : by that I 
am driven whitherfoever I am driven. 

Ibidem. 

Lord, he loveth thee the lefs, that loveth anything 
with thee, which he loveth not for thee. 



Epig. 13. 

Lord, fcourge my afs, if fhe fhould make no hafte, 
And curb my flag, if he fhould fly too &fl : 
If he be over fwift, or fhe prove idle, 
Let love impofe a fpur ; fear, him a bridle. 



Emblem 14. 




Fhofphere redde diem. 

PSALM XIII, ]. 

Lighten mine eyeSj O Lord^ leji I pep the Jleep of death. 

WILL'T ne'er be morning ? Will that promif 'd 
light 

Ne'er break, and clear thofe clouds of night } 
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day, 
Whofe conqu'ring ray 
May chafe thefe fogs j fweet Phofphor, bring the day. 

How long ! How long fhall thefe benighted eyes 
Languifh in fhades, like feeble flies 
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Expefting fpring ? How long fhall darknefs foil 

The face of earth, and thus beguile 
Our fouls of fprightful a6lion ? When, when will day 

Begin to dawn, whofe new-born ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion, 
And give our unfoul'd fouls new motion ? 
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day j 
The light will fray 
Thefe horrid mifts ; fweet Phofphor, bring the day. 

Let thofe have night, that flily love t' immure 

Their cloifter'd crimes, and fin fecure ; 
Let thofe have night, that blufli to let men know 

The bafenefs they ne'er blufh to do ; 
Let thofe have night, that love to have a nap, 

And loll in ignorance's lap ; 
Let thofe, whofe eyes, like owls, abhor the light. 

Let thofe have night, that love the night : 
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day j 
How fad delay 
Afflids dull hopes ! fweet Phofphor, bring the day. 

Alas ! my light in vain expelling eyes 

Can find no objects, but what rife 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying fpark 

Of Vulcan's forge, whofe flames are dark, 
A dang'rous, dull blue-burning light. 

As melancholy as the night : 
Here's all the funs that glifter in the fphere 

Of earth : Ah me ! what comfort's here ! 
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day ; 
Hafl-e, hafte away 
Heav'n's loit'ring lamp j fweet Phofphor, bring the day. 
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Blow, Ignorance : O thou, whofe idle knee 

Rocks earth into a lethargy, 
And with thy footy fingers has benight 

The world's fair cheeks, blow, blow thy fpite ; 
Since thou haft puft our greater taper 5 do 

PufF on, and out the lefler too : 
If e'er that breath-exiled flame return. 

Thou haft not blown, as it will burn : 
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day ; 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night j Iweet Phofphor, bring the day. 



S, August, in Joh. Ser. xix. 

God is all to thee : if thou be hungry, he is bread ; 
if thirfty, he is water ; if darknefs, he is light ; if naked, 
he is a robe of immortality. 

Alan us de Conq. Nat 

God is a light that is never darkened ; an unwearied 
life that cannot die ; a fountain always flowing ; a gar- 
den of life ; a feminary of wifdom 5 a radical beginning 
of all goodnefs. 



Epic. 14. 

My foul, if ignorance puff" out this light, 
She '11 do a favour that intends a fpite : 
It feems dark abroad ; but take this light away^ 
Thy windows will difcover break of day. 






Emblem 15. 




Debilitate fides Terras i Aftnea reliquit. 



The devil is come unto you^ having great wrath, becaufe 
he inaweth that he hath but a Jhort time. 

LORD, canft thou fee and fufFcr ? Is thy hand 
Still bound to th' peace \ Shall earth's black 
monarch take 
A full pofleffion of thy walled land ? 

O, will thy flumb'ring vengeance never wake 
Till full ag'd law-refifting cuftom fliake 
The pillars of thy right by felfe command ? 
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Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come down; 
Behold whofe temples wear thy (acred crown ; 
Redrefs, redrefs our wrongs ; revenge, revenge thy own. 

See how the bold ufurper mounts the feat 

Of royal majefty j how overftrowing 
Perils with pleafure, pointing ev'ry threat 

With bugbear death, by torments over-awing 

Thy frighted fubjefts 5 or by favours drawing 
Their tempted hearts to his unjuft retreat ; 

Lord, canft thou be fo mild, and he fo bold? 

Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold 
Is govern'd by the fox ? Lord, canft thou fee and hold ? 

That fwift-wing'd advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome fuits before the King of kings, 

That fweet ambaflfador, that hurries hence 

What airs th' harmonious foul or fighs or fings, 
See how (he flutters with her idle wings ; 

Her wings are dipt, and eyes put out by fenfe ; 

Senfe-conquering (aith is now grown blind and cold. 
And bafely craven 'd, that in times of old 

Did conquer Heav'n itfelf, do what th' Almighty could. 

Behold, how double fraud does fcourge and tear 

Aftraea's wounded fides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whofe fury has no ear j 

See how (he ftands a pris'ner to be fent 

A flave into eternal bani(hment, 
I know not whither, 0, 1 know not where : 

Her patent muft be canceled in difgrace ; 

And fweet-lip'd fraud, with her divided face, 
Muft a(^ Aftraea's part, muft take Aftraea's place. 
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Faith's pinion 's dipt ! and fair Aftraea gone ! 

Quick feeing Faith now blind, and Juftice fee : 
Has Juftice now found wings ? And has Faith none ? 

What do we here ? Who would not wifli to be 

Diffolv'd from earth, and with Aftraea flee 
From this blind dungeon to that fun-bright throne ? 

Lord, is thy fceptre loft, or laid afide ? 

Is hell broke loofe, and all her fiends unty'd ? 
LoRD^ rife, androufe, and rule,and crulh their furious pride, 

Peter Rav. In Matth. 
The devil is the author of evil, the fountain of wick- 
ednefs, the adverfary of the truth, the corrupter of the 
world, man's perpetual enemy; he planteth fnares, 
diggeth ditches, fpurreth bodies, he goadeth fouls, he 
fuggefteth thoughts, belcheth anger, expofeth virtues 
to hatred, maketh vices beloved, foweth error, nourifli- 
eth contention, difturbeth peace, and fcattereth affli£tion. 

Macar. 
Let us fufFer with thofe that fufitr, and be crucified 
with thofe that are crucified, that we may be glorified 
with thofe that are glorified, 

Savanar. 
If there be no enemy, no fight ; if no fight, no vic- 
tory ; if no viftory, no crown. 

Epig. 15. 
My foul, fit thou a patient looker on ; 
Judge not the play before the play is done ; 
Her plot has many changes : ev'ry day 
Speaks a new fcene : the laft ad crowns the play. 



EMBLEMS. 
BOOK THE SECON0. 



Emblem 




Tou that walk in the light of your own fire ^ and tn the 
/parks that ye have kindled, ye Jhall lie down inferrew. 

DO, filly Cupid, fnufF and trim 
Thy falfe, thy feeble light. 
And make her felf-con fuming flames more bright ; 
Methinksftie burns too dim. 
Is this that fprightly fire, 
Whofe more than facred beams infpire 
The ravifli'd hearts of men, and fo inflame defire ? 
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See, boy, how thy unthrifty blaze 
Confumes, how faft fhe wanes ; 
She fpends herfelf, anJ her, whofe wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rays. 
Cannot thy luftfiil blaft, 
Which gave it luftre, make it laft ? 
What heart can long be pleafd, where pleafure fpends 
fofeft? 

Go, wanton, place thy pale-fac'd light 

Where never-breaking day 
Intends to vifit mortals, or aifplay 
Thy fuUen fhades of night : 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In night's un-Titan'd hemifphere ; 
Heaven's fcornfiil flames and thine can never co-appear. 

In vain thy bufy hands addrefs 

Their labour to difplay 
Thy eafy blaze within tne verge of day ; 
The greater drowns the lefs ! 
If Heav'n's bright glory fhine. 
Thy glimmering fparks muft needs refign ; 
PuflF out Heav'n's glory, then, or Heaven will work 
out thine. 

Go, Cupid's rammifh pandar, go, 

Whofe dull, whofe low defire 
Can find fuflicient warmth from nature's fire, 
Spend borrow'd breath, and blow. 
Blow wind mad^ ftrong with fpite ; 
When thou haft pufPd the greater light 
Thy lefl!er fpark may fhine, and warm the new-made 
night. 
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Deluded mortals, tell me, when 
Your daring breath has blown 
Heav'n's taper out, and you have fpent your own, 
What fire (hall warm you then ? 
Ah, fools ! perpetual night 
Shall haunt your fouls with Stygian fright. 
Where they ftiall boil in flameSj but flames ihall bring 
no light. 



The fufficiency of my merit, is to know that my 
merit is not fufHcient. 



By how much the lefs man feeth himfelf, by fo 
much the lefs he difpleafeth himfelf; and by how 
much the more he feeth the light of grace, by fo much 
the more he difdaineth the light of nature. 

S. Greg. Mor. 
The light of the underftanding, humility kindleth, 
and pride covereth. 



Thou blow'fl Heav'n's fire, the whilft thou go'ft about, 
Rebellious fool, in vain, to blow it out ; 
Thy folly adds confufion to thy death ; 
Heav'n's fire confounds, when fann'd with folly's 
breath. 



Emblem 2. 




can over-ftretch 

How our hands can reach 

Beyond their diftance ! How our yielding breafl 

Can fhrink to be more full and full pofleft 

Of this interior orb ! How earth refin'd 

Can cling to fordid earth ! How kind to kind ! 

We gape, we grafp, we gripe, add ftore to ftore ; 

Enough requires too much ; too much craves more. 
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We charge our fouls fo fore beyond their ftint, 

That we recoil or burft : the bufy mint 

Of our laborious thoughts is ever going. 

And coining new defires i defires not knowing 

Where next to pitch ; but, like the boundlefs ocean, 

Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ftrong by motion. 

The pale-fec*d lady of the black-ey'd night 

Firft tips her horned brows with eafy light, 

Whofe curious train of fpangled nymphs attire 

Her next night's glory with increailng fire ; 

Each ev'ning adds more luftre, and adorns 

The growing beauty of her grafping horns : 

She fucks and draws her brother^s golden ftore. 

Until her glutted orb can fuck no more. 

E'en fo the vulture of infatiate minds 

Still wants, and wanting feeks, and feeking finds 

New fuel to increafe her rav'nous fire. 

The grave is fooner cloy'd than men*s defire : 

We crofs the feas, and midfl her waves we burn, 

Tranfporting lives, perchance that ne'er return ; 

We fack, we ranfack to the utmofl fands 

Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands ; 

We travel fea and foil, we pry, we prowl. 

We progrefs, and we prog from pole to pole ; 

We fpend our mid-day fweat, our midnight oil. 

We tire the night in thought, the day in toil : 

We make art fervile, and the trade gentile 

(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile), 

To compafs earth, and with her empty ftore 

To fill our arms, and grafp one handful more ; 

Thus feeking reft, our labours never ceafe, 

But, as our years, our hot defires increafe : 
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Thus we, poor little worlds ! with blood and fweat. 

In vain attempt to comprehend the great ; 

Thus, in our gain, become we gainml lofers, 

And what's inclofd, inclofes the inclofers. 

Now, reader, clofe thy book, and then advife ; 

Be wifely worldly, be not worldly wife ; 

Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking 

The world's bafe dunghill ; vermin's took by taking : 

Take heed thou truft not the deceitiul lap 

Of wanton Dalilah ; the world's a trap. 



Hugo de Anima. 



Tell me, where be thofe now, that fo lately loved 
and hugged the world i Nothing remaineth of them 
but duft and worms j obferve what thofe men were ; 
what thofe men are : They were like thee j they did 
eat, drink, laugh, and led merry days ; and in a moment 
dipt into hell. Here, their flefli is food for worms j 
there their fouls are fuel for fire, till they fhall be 
rejoined in an unhappy fellowfhip, and caft into 
eternal torments ; where they that were once com* 
panions in fin, can be hereafter partners in punifhment* 



Epic. 2. 



Gripe, Cupid, and gripe ftill, unto that wind, 
That 's pent before, find fecret vent behind ; 
And when thou'ft done, hark here, I tell thee what, 
Before I 'U truft thy armful, I '11 truft that. 



Emblem 3. 




ifte ; fed hamat amor. 



He it caft into a net by bis own feet^ and walieth upon 

WHAT ! nets and quiver too ? what need there all 
Thefe fly devices to betray poor men ? 
Die they not faft enough when thoufands fall 

Before thy dart f what need thefe engines then ? 
Attend they not, and anfwer to thy call. 

Like nightly coveys, where they lift and when \ - 
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What needs a ftratagem where ftrength can (way ? 
Or what needs ftrength compel where none gain- 
fay ? 
Or what needs ftratagem or ftrength, where hearts 
obey ? 

Huft)and thy flights : it is but vain to wafte 

Honey on thofe that will be catch*d with gall ; 
Thou canft not, ah ! thou canft not bid fo feft 

As men obey : Thou art more flow to call 
Than they to come ; thou canft not make fuch hafte 
To ftrike, as they, being ftruck, make hafte to fall. 
Go fave thy nets for that rebellious heart 
That fcorns thy pmv'r, and has obtain'd the art 
T* avoid thy flyirig (k^y to quench thy fiery dart. 

Loft mortal ! how is thy deftfuftion fure« 

Between two bawds, and* both without remorfe ! 
The one 's a line, the other is a lure ; 

This to entice thy foul ; that to enforce : 
Waylaid by bpth, how canft thou ftand fecure ? 
That draws ; this woos thee to th' eternal curfe. 
O charming tyrant, how haft thou befool'd 
And flav'd poor man, that would not, if he could. 
Avoid thy line, thy lure ; nay, could not, if he would. 

Alas ! thy (weet perfidious voice betrays 
His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits : 

Thou wrapp'ft his eyes in mifts, then boldly lays 
Thy Lethal gins before their cryftal gates ; 

Thou lock'ft up ev'ry fenfe with thy falfe keys. 
All willing priPners to thy clofe deceits : 
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His ear moft nimble, where it deaf fhould be ; 
His eye moft blind, where moft it ought to fee ; 
And when his heart's moft bound, then thinks himfelf 
moft free. 

Thou grand impoftor ! how haft thou obtained 

The wardftiip of the world ? Are all men turn'd 
Idiots and lunatics ? Are all retained 

Beneath thy fervile bands ? Is none return'd 
To his forgotten felf ? Has none regained 
His fenfes ? Are their fenfes all adjournM ? 

What, none difmifPd thy court ? Will no plump 

fee 
Bribe thy falfe fifts to make a glad decree, 
T* unfool whom thou haft fool'd, and fet thy priPners 
free. 



S. Bern, in Sen 



In this world is much treachery, little truth ; here 
all things are traps; here everything is befet with 
fnares ; here fouls are endangered, bodies are afflicted ; 
here all things are vanity and vexation of fpirit. 



Erie. 3' 

Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou pleafe. 
Thou canft not fail to take fuch fifli as thefe. 
Thy thriving fport will ne*er be fpent : no need 
To fear, when ev*ry cork 's a world, thou *lt fpeed. 



Emblem 




Quam grave fcrritiuni eft quod levb efca parit. 



They Jhall be as the thaff that U driven with a whirlwind 
out of theflmr^ and as the fmoke out ef the chimney. 

FAINT-HEARTED Stoics, you, whofe marble 
eyes 
Contemn a wrinkle, and whofe fouls defpile 
To follow nature's too affe£ted fashion. 
Or travel in the regent walk of paflion; 
Whofe rig^d hearts difdain to flirink at fears, 
Or play at fuft and loofe, with fmiles and tears ; 
Come, burft your fpleens with laughter to behold 
A new-found vanity, which days of old 
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Ne'er knew : a vanity that has befet 

The world^ and made more flaves than Mahomet : 

That has condemnM us to the fervile yoke 

Of flaveiy, and made us flaves to fmoke. 

But ftay, why tax I thus our modern times, 

For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes ? 

Are we fole guilty, and the lirft age free ? 

No, they were fmok*d and flav'd as well as we : 

What's fweet-lipt honour's blaft, but fmoke ? What's 

treafure. 
But very fmoke ? And what more fmoke than pleafure? 
Alas ! they 're all but ihadows, fumes and blafts ; 
That vaniihes, this fades, the other waftes* 
The reftlefs merchant, he that loves to fteep 
His brains in wealth, and lays his foul to fleep 
In bags of bullion, fees th' immortal crown. 
And &in would mount, but ingots keep him down : 
He brags to-day, perchance, and begs to-morrow 5 
He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow ; 
Blow, winds, the treafure's gone, the merchant 's 

broke ; 
A flave to filver 's but a flave to fmoke. 
Behold the glory-vying child of fame. 
That from deep wounds fucks fuch an honoured name. 
That thinks no purchafe worth the flyle of good, 
But what is fold for fweat ; and feal'd with blood ; 
That for a point, a blafl of empty breath. 
Undaunted gazes in the face of death ; 
Whofe dear-bought bubble, fill'd with vain renown. 
Breaks with a fillip, or a gen'ral's frown : 
His flroke-got honour flaggers with a flroke j 
A flave to honour is a flave to fmoke. 



_ 
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And that fond fool, who waftes his idle days 

In loofe delights, and fports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's candle ; he that daily fpies 

Twin babies in his miftrefs' Gemini's, 

Whereto his fad devotion does impart 

The fweet burnt-ofF'ring of a bleeding heart ; 

See, how his wings are fing'd in Cyprian fire, 

Whofe flames confume with youth, with age expire : 

The world 's a bubble ; all the pleafures in it, 

Like morning vapours, vanifli in a minute : 

The vapours vanifli, and the bubble *s broke ; 

A flave to pleafure is a flave to fmoke. 

Now, Stoic, ceafe thy laughter, and repaft 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as feft. 

"■II I ■ I 

S. HiERON. 

That rich man is great, who thinketh not himfelf 
great becaufe he is rich ; the proud man (who is the 
poor man) braggeth outwardly, but beggeth inwardly : 
he is blown up, but not fiilL 

Petr. Rav. 
Vexation and anguifli accompany riches and honour; 
the pomp of the world, and the favour of the people, 
are but fmoke, and a blaft fuddenly vanifliing ; which 
if they commonly pleafe, commonly bring repentance ; 
and, for a minute of joy, they bring an age of forrow, 

Epio. 4. 
Cupid, thy diet *s ftrange : it dulls, it roufes, 
It cools, it heats ; it binds, and then it.loofes : 
DuUrfprightly, cold-hot fool, if e'er it winds thee 
Into a loofenefs once, take heed, it binds thee. 



Emblem 5. 




Wilt thou fet thine eyes upon that which is not? for 
riches make them/elves wings ; theyjiy away as an eagle. 

FALSE world, thou ly'ft ; thou canft not lend 
The teall delight : 
Thy &vours cannot gain a friend, 

They arc fo flight : 
Thy morning pleafures make an end 
To pleafe at night ; 



r 
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Poor are the wants that thou fupply'ft : 
And yet thou vaunt' ft, and yet thou yy'ft 
With Heaven ; fond earth, thou boaft'ft j falfe world, 

thouly'ft. 

Thy babbling tongue tells golden tales 

Of endlefs treafure : 
Thy bounty offers eafy fales 

Of lafting pleafure ; 
Thou alk'ft the confcience what flie ails, 

And fwear'ft to eafe her ; 
There's none can want where thou fupply'ft, 
There's none can give where thou deny'ft, 
Alas ! fond world, thou boaft'ft ; falfe world, thou ly'ft. 

What well-ad vifed ear regards 

What earth can fay ? 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards 

Are painted clay : 
Thy cunningcan but pack the cards, 

Thou canft not play : 
Thy game at weakeft, ftill thou vy'ft 5 
If feen, and then revjr'd, deny'ft : 
Thou art not what thou feem'ft ; falfe world, thou ly'ft. 

Thy tinfel bofom feems a mint 

Ofnew-coin'd treafure; 
A paradife, that has no ftint, 

No change, no meafure ; 
A painted cafk, but nothing in 't, 

Nor wealthy nor pleafure : 
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Vain earth ! that felfely thus comply'ft 
With man ; vain man, that thou rely'ft 
On earth : vain man, thou doat'ft j vain earth, thou 

lf&. 

What mean dull fouls In this high meafure 

To haberdafh 
In earth's bafe wares, whofe greateft treafure 

Is drofs and trafh ; 
The height of whofe enchanting pleafure 

Is but a flafb ? 
Are thefe the goods that thou fupply'ft 
Us mortals with ? Are thefe the high'ft ? 
Can thefe bring cordial peace ? Falfe world, thou ly'ft. 



Pet. Bles. 

The world is deceitful ; her end is doubtful, her 
conclufion is horrible ; her judge is terrible ; and her 
punifhment is intolerable. 

S. August. Lib. Confefs. 

The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful fweetnefs, 
a fruitlefs labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : 
her beginning is without Providence, and her end not 
without repentance. 



Epig. 5. 

World, thou *rt a traitor j thou haft ftamp'd thy bafe 
And chymic metal with great Caefar's face. 
And with thy baftard bullion thou haft bartered 
For wares of price j how juftly drawn and quartered. 



Emblem 6, 




Sic decipit orbis. 



Let net him that is deceived truji in vanity ; for vanity 
Ihall be his recompence. 

BELIEVE her not, her glafs diffiifes 
Falfe portraitures : thou canft efpy 
No true reflexion ; (he abufes 
Her mifinfbrm'd beholder's eye i 

Her cryflal 's falfely ftecl'd i it fcatters 
Deceitful beams j believe her not, {he flatters. 
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This flaring mirror reprefents 

No right proportion, view or feature : 

Her very looks are compliments j 

They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater ; 
The (kilful glofs of her refleftion 

But paints the context of thy coarfe complexion. 

Were thy dimenfion but a ftride. 
Nay, wert thou ftatur'd but a fpan, 

Such as the long-bill'd troops defy'd, 
A very fragment of a man ! 

She'll make thee Mimas, which you will, 

The Jove-flain tyrant, or th' Ionic hill. 

Had furfeits, or th' ungracious ftar, 
Confpir'd to make one common place 

Of all deformities that are 

Within the volume of thy face, 

She'll lend the favour fhould outmove 

The Troy-bane Helen, or the queen of love. 

Were thy confum'd eftate as poor 

As Laz'rus or afHidled Job's : 
She'll change thy wants to feeming flore. 

And turn thy rags to purple robes ; 

She'll make thy hide-bound flank appear 
As plump as theirs that feafl it all the year. 

Look off, let not thy optics be 

Abufd : thou fee'fl not what thou fhould'fl : 
Thyfelf 's the objeft thou fhould'fl: fee, 

But 'tis thy fhadow thou behold'fl : 

And fhadows thrive the more in ftature, 
The nearer we approach the light of nature. 

F 
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Where Heav'n's bright beams look more direft, 
The fhadow fhrinlcs as they grow ftronger, 

But when they glance their feir afpeft, 

The bold-facM (hade grows larger, longer : 
And when their lamp begins to fall, 

Th' increafing fhadows lengthen moft of all. 

The foul that feefcs the noon of grace, 
Shrinks in, but fwells if grace retreat. 

As Heav'n lifts up, or veils his face. 
Our felf-efteems grow lefs or great. 
The leaft is greateft, and who fhall 

Appear the greateft, are the leaft of all. 



Hugo, Lib. de Anima. 

In vain he lifteth up the eye of his heart to behold 
his God, who is not firft rightly advifed to behold 
himfelf: Firft, thou muft fee the vifible things of thy- 
felf, before thou canft be prepared to know the invifible 
things of God ; for if thou canft not apprehend the 
things within thee, thou canft not comprehend the 
things above thee ; the beft looking-glafs, wherein to 
fee thy God, is perfeftly to fee thyfelf. 



Epig. 6, 



Bp not deceiv'd, great fool : there is no lofs 
In being fmall ; great bulks but fwell with drofs. 
Man is Heav'n's mafterpiece : if it appear 
More great, the value 's lefs : if lefs, more dear. 



Emblem 




Hie pefliina, hie opt! 



DEUTERONOMY XXX. 19. 

/ have fet hsfore thee life and death, bleffing and curj- 
ing i therefore cheefe life^ that thou and thy feed may 



THE world 's a floor, whofe fwelling heaps retain 
The mingled wages of the ploughman's toil i 
The world 's a heap, whofe yet unwinnow'd grain 
Is lodg'd with chaff and bury'd in her foil ; 
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All things are mixt, the ufeful with the vain ; 
The good with bad, the noble with the vile ; 

The world 's an ark, wherein things pure and grofs 
Prefent their lofllful gain, and gainful lofs, 

Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of drofs. 

This furnifh'd ark prefents the greedy view 

With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add 5 
Here lading joys ; here pleafures hourly new. 
And hourly fading, may be wifh'd and had : 
All points of honour, counterfeit and true, 

Salute thy foul, and wealth both good and bad : 
Here may*ft thou open wide the two-leav'd door 
Of all thy wifhes, to receive that flore. 
Which being empty mofl, does overflow the more. 

Come then, my foul, approach this royal burfe 

And fee what wares our great exchange retains 5 
Come, come ; here 's that mall make a firm divorce 

Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains ; 
No need to fit in council with thy purfe. 

Here *s nothing good fhall cofl more price than pains : 
But, O my foul, take heed, if thou rely 
Upon thy &ithlefs optics, thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th' eye. 

The worldly wifdom of the foolifh man 

Is like a fleve, that does alone retain 
The grofTer fubftance of the worthlefs bran ; 

But thou, my foul, let thy brave thoughts difdain 
So coarfe a purchafe : O be thou a kn 

To purge the chafF, and keep the winnow'd grain : 
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Make clean thy thoughts, and drefs thy mixt de- 
fires : 
Thou art Heaven's tafker, and thy God requires 
The! pureft of thy flow'r, as well as of thy fires. 

Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace, 

And wifdom blefs the foul's unblemifhed ways ; 
No matter, then, how fliort or long 's the leafe, 

Whofe date determines thy felf-number*d days : 
No need to care for wealth's or fame^s increafe, 
Nor Mars his palm, nor high Apollo's bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious bounty pleafe to fill 
The floor of my defires, and teach me (kill 
To drefs and choofe the corn, take thofe the chaff that 
will. 



S. August. Lib. i. de D06I. Chridi. 

Temporal things more ravifh in the expectation than 
in fiiiition : but things eternal, more in the fruition than 
expedation. 

Ibidem. 

The life of man Is the middle bqtween angels and 
beafts : if man takes pleafure in carnal things, he is 
compared to beafts : but if he delight in fpiritu^ things, 
he is fuited with angels. 



Epic. 7. 

Art thou a child ? Thou wilt not then be fed 
But like a child, and with the children's bread i 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undreft : 
My foul, thou favour'ft too much of the beaft. 



Emblem 8, 




Haec animant puetos cymbala j et ilia 



PHILIPPIAHS III. 19, 10. 

They mind- earthly things., but our converfalion is in 
heaven. 

^enu0. SDftJtne CupiO. 

P'en. "X T /"HAT means this peevifti babe ? Whifli, 

yV luUaby; 

What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry ? 
Will nothing ftill it ? Will it neither be 
PleaPd with the nurfe's breaft, nor mother's knee f 
What ails my bird f What moves my froward boy 
To make fuch whimp'ring feces ? Peace, my j,oy ; 
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Will nothing do ? Come, come, this peevifli brat. 

Thus cry and brawl, and cannot tell for what ? 

Come, bufs and friends ; my lamb ; whifh, lullaby ; 

What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry ? 

Peace, peace, my dear ; alas ! thy early years 

Had never faults to merit half thefe tears ! 

Come fmile upon me : let thy mother fpy 

Thy father's image in her baby's eye : 

Hufband thefe guilty drops againfl the rage 

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age ; 

Thine eye 's not ripe for tears : Whifh, lullaby ; 

What ails my babe, my fweet-fac'd babe, to cry ? 

Look, look, what 's here ! A dainty, golden thing : 

See how the dancing bells turn round and ring. 

To pleafe my bantling ! Here 's a knack will breed 

An hundred kifTes : here 's a knack indeed. 

So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 

As Pelops' fhouldeV, or a milk-white pair : 

Here 's right the father's fmile ; when Mars beguiPd 

Sick Venus of her heart, jufl thus fhe fmil'd. 

Divine Cupid, 

Well may they fmile alike ; thy bafe-bred boy 
And his bafe fire had both one caufe, a toy : 
How well their fubjefts and their fmiles agree ! 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 
Falfe queen of beauty,, queen of falfe delights, 
Thy knee prefents an emblem, that invites 
Man to himfelf, whofe felf-tranfported heart 
(O'^rwhelm'd with native forrows, and the fmart 
Of purchaf'd griefs) lies whining night and day. 
Not. knowing why, till heavy-heel'd delay. 
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The duU-brow'd pander of defpair, lays by 
His leaden bufkins, and prefents his eye 
With antic trifles, which the indulgent earth 
Makes proper objeds of man's chudifh mirth. 
Thefe be the coin that pafs, the fweets that pleafe ; 
There 's nothing good, there *s nothing great but thefe ; 
Thefe be the pipes, that bafe-born minds dance after, 
And turn immoderate tears to lavifh laughter ; 
Whilft heav'nly raptures pafs without regard ; 
Their ftrings are harfh, and their high ftrains unheard : 
The ploughman's whittle, or the trivial flute. 
Find more refpedt than great Apollo's lute : 
We'll look to Heav'n, and truft to higher joys ; 
Let fwine love hufks, and children whine for toys. 

S. Bern. 

That IS the true and chief joy which is not con- 
ceived from the creature, but received from the 
Creator, which (being once poflTefled thereof) none 
can take from thee : whereto all pleafure, being com- 
pared, is torment, all joy is grief, fweet things are bit- 
ter, all glory is bafenefs, and all delegable things are 
defpicable. 

S. Bern. 

Joy, in a changeable fubjeft, muft neceflTarily change 
as the fubje(!!l changeth. 

Epig. 8. 

Peace, childifh Cupid, peace ; thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry. 
But are thy peevifh wranglings thus appeaPd ? 
Well may'ft thou cry, that art fo poorly pleaPd. 



Emblem 9. 




Venturum exbotttSco diem. 

ISAIAH X. }. 

ffhat ■will ye da in the Hay of your vijitallon ? to whom 
vjtUye file for help? and where will ye leave your 
ihryf 

IS this that jolly god, whole Cypnan bow 
Has Ihot lb many flaming darts, 
And made lb many woundetT beauties go 
Sadly perplex'd with whimp'ring hearts ? 
Is this that fov'reign deity, that brings 

The flavifli world in awe, and ftings [kings \ 
The blund'ring fouls of fwains, and Hops the hearts of 
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What Circaean charm, what Hecatasan fpite 

Has thus abuPd the god of love ? 
Great Jove was vanquifli'd by his greater might ; 
(And who is ftrongcr arm'd than Jove?) 
Or has our luftful god perform'd a rape, 
And (fearing Argus' eyes) would 'fcape 
The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious fhape ? 

Where be thofe rofy cheeks, that lately fcorn'd 

The malice of injurious fetes ? 
Ah ! where 's that pearl port-cuUis that adorn'd 
Thofe dainty two-leav'd ruby gates ? 

Where be thofe killing eyes that fo controll'd 
The world, and locks that did infold 
Like knots of flaming wire, like curls of burnifli'd 
gold ? 

No, no, 'twas neither Hecataean fpite. 

Nor charm below, nor pow'r above ; 
'Twas neither Circe's fpell, nor Stygian fprite. 
That thus tranfform'd our god of love ; 

'Twas owl-ey'd luft (more potent far than they) 
Whofe eyes and actions hate the day : 
Whom all the world obferve, whom all the world obey. 

See how the latter trumpet's dreadful blaft 
Affrights flout Mars his trembling fon ! 
See, how he flartles ! how he flands aghafl. 
And fcrambles from his melting throne ! 

Hark how the direful hand of vengeance tears 
The fwelt'ring clouds, whilfl Heav'n appears 
A circle fill'd with flame, and centred with his fe?irs. 
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This is that day, whofe oft report hath worn 

Neglected tongues of prophets bare ; 
The ^thlefs fubjedl of the worldling's fcorn. 
The fum of men and angels' pray'r : 

This, this the day, whofe all-difcerning light 
Ranfacks the fecret dens of night. 
And fevers good from bad j true joys from falfe delight. 

You grov'ling worldlings, you, whofe wifdom trades 

Where light ne'er fhot his golden ray, 
That hide your adlions in Cimmerian mades. 
How will your eyes endure this day I 

Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear ; 
There be no caves, no corners there 
To {hade your fouls from fire, to fhield your hearts 
fi-om fear. 



Hugo. 

O the extreme loathfomenefe of flefhly luft, which 
not only effeminates the mind, but enervates the body ; 
which not only diftaineth the foul, but difguifeth the 
perfon ! It is ufliered with fury and wantonnefs j it 
is accompanied with filthinefs and uncleannefs ; and it 
is followed with grief and repentance. 



Epig. 9. 

"What, fweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy baftard-treafure, 
Thy boafled honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleafure 
Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee long ago. 
To what they 'd bring thee, fool, to wit, to woe. 



Emblem lo. 




She is empiyj and void, and 'juajie. 

SHE 'S emp^ : hark, Ihe founds ; there 's nothing 
there 
But noife to fill thy ear ; 
Thy vain inquiry can at length but find 

A blail of murm'ring wind : 

It is a caflc, that feems as full as &ir. 

But merely tunn'd with air : 
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Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 

The foul that vainly founds 
Her joys lipon this world, but feeds on empty founds. 

She' s empty : hark, flie founds : there 's nothing in 't ; 

The fpark-engend*ring flint 
Shall fooner melt, and hardeft raunce fhall firft 

DifTolve, and quench thy thirft, 
E'er this felfe world fliall ftill thy ftormy breaft 

With fmooth-fac'd calms of reft. 
Thou may'ft as well expert meridian light 

From fhades of black-mouth'd night. 
As in this empty world to find a full delight. 

She 's empty : hark, Ihe founds : 'tis void and vaft ; 

'What if fome flatt'ring blaft 
Of flatuous honour fhould perchance be there, 

And whifper in thine ear ? 
It is but wind, and blows but where it lift, 

And vanifheth like mift. 
Poor honour earth can give I What gen'rous mind 

Would be fo bafe to bind 
Her heav'n-bred foul a flave to ferve a blaft of wind ? 

She 's empty : hark, (he founds : 'tis but a b^U 

For fools to play withal : 
The painted film but of a ftronger bubble, 

That 's lined with fllken trouble : 
It is a world, whofe work and recreation 

Is vanity and vexation ; 
A hag, repair'd with vice-complexion'd paint, 

A queft-houfe of complaint ; 
It is a iaint, a fiend } a worfe fiend, when moft a faint. 
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She 's empty : hark, (he founds : *tis vain and void 5 

What 's here to be enjoyM 
But grief and ficknefs, and large bills of forrow, 

Drawn now, and cro{Pd to-morrow ? 
Or what are men, but pufFs of dying breath, 

Reviv'd with living death ? 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on furer grounds 

Than what dull flefli propounds 5 
Truft not this hollow world ; (he 's empty : hark, (he 
founds. 



S. Chrys. in Ep. ad Heb. 



Contemn riches, and thou (halt be rich ; contemn 
glory, and thou (halt be glorious; contemn injuries, 
and thou (halt be a conqueror ; contemn reft, and thou 
(halt gain reft; contemn earth, and thou (halt find 
Heaven. 

Hugo, Lib. de Vanit. Mundi. 

The world is a vanity which afFordeth neither beauty 
to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor en- 
couragement to the induftrious. 



Epig. 10. 



This houfe is to be let for life or years ; 

Her rent is forrow, and her income tears : 

Cupid, 't has long ftood void ; her bills make known, 

She muft be dearly let, or let alone. 
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Varrew h the way that leadelh unto life-, and few tht 
be that find it. 

"QREPOST'ROUS fool, thou troul'ft amifs ; 

X^ Thou crr'ft ; that 's not the way, 'tis this : 

Thy hopes, inftrufSed by thine eye. 

Make thee appear more ne^ than I ; 

My floor is not fo flat, fo fine, 

And has more obvious rubs than thine : 
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*Tis true ; my way is hard and ftrait, 
And leads me through a thorny gate : 
Whofe rankling pricks are (harp and fell j 
The common way to Heav'n 's by hell. 
*Tis true ; thy path is fliort and fair, 
And free from rubs : Ah ! fool, beware, 
The fafeft road *s not always ev'n : 
The way to hell 's a feeming heav'n : 
Think'ft thou the crown of glory 's had 
With idle eafe, fond Cyprian lad ? 
Think'ft thou, that mirth, and vain delights. 
High feed, and (hadow-ihort'ning nights, 
Soft knees, full bags, and beds of down. 
Are proper prologues to a crown ? 
Or canfi thou hope to come and view, 
Like profp'rous Caefar, and fubdue ? 
The bond-Have ufurer will trudge. 
In fpite of gouts will turn a drudge, 
And ferve his (bul-condemning purfe, 
T* increafe it with the widow's curfe : 
And (hall the crown of glory ftand 
Not worth the waving of an hand ? 
The flefhly wanton, to obtain 
His minute-lufl, will count it gain 
To lofe his freedom, his eftate, 
Upon fo dear, fo fweet a rate ; 
Shall pleafures thus be prized, and muft 
Heav'n*s palm be cheaper than a lufl ? 
The true-bred fpark, to hoife his name 
Upon the waxen wings of fame. 
Will fight undaunted in a flood 
That 's raifd with brackifh drops and blood. 
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And (hall the promird crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a ftrife ? 

An ea^ good brings eafy gains ; 

But things of price are bought with pains. 

The pleafing way is not the right : 

He that would conquer Heav'n muft fight 



S. HiBRON. In £p. 

No labour is hard, no time is long, wherein the glory 
of eternity is the mark we level at. 

S. Greg. Lib. viii. Mor. 

The valour of a juft man is, to conquer the flefli, 
to contradi6l his own will, to quench the delights of 
this prefent life, to endure and love the miferies of this 
world for the reward of a better, to contemn the flat- 
teries of profperity, and inwardly to overcome the fears 
of adverfity. 



Epig. II. 



Cupid, if thy fmoother way were right, 

1 (hould miftruft this crown were counterfeit : 
The way 's not eafy where the prize is great : 
I hope no virtues, where I fmell no fweat. 



Emblem 12. 




Gad forbid that I jhould glory ^fave in the crofs. 

CAN nothing fettle my uncertain breaft, 
And fix my rambling love .' 
Can my afFe£tions find out nothing beft, 

, But ftill and ftill remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? Will no ark of reft 

Receive my reftlefs dove ? 
Is there no good, than v^hich there 's nothing higher, 

To blefs my fiill defire [expire ? 

With joys that never change ; with joys that ne'er 
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I wanted wealth ; and, at my dear requeft, 

Earth lent a quick fupply ; 
I wanted mirth, to charm my fuUen breaft ; 

And who more briflc than I ? 
I wanted fame, to glorify the reft ; 

My fame flew eagle- high ; 
My joy not fully ripe, but all decay'd. 

Wealth vanilh'd like a fliade; 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 



The world 's an ocean, hurried to and fro 

With ev'ry blaft of paflion : 
Her luftful ftreams, when either ebb or flow. 

Are tides of man's vexation : 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 

The worfe by alteration : 
The earth 's a cafk full tunn'd, yet wanting meafure ; 

Her precious wine is pleafure ; 
Her yeaft is honour's pufF; her lees are worldly 
treafure. 



My truft is in the crofs : let beauty flag 

Her loofe, her wanton fail ; 
Let count'nance-gilding honour ceafe to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail ; 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag 

Her bafe, though golden, tail ; 
Falfe beauty's conqueft is but real lofs, 

And wealth but golden drofs ; 
Beft honour 's but a blaft : my truft is in the crofs» 

G 2 
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My truft is in the crofs ; there lies my reft : 

My feft, my fole delight : 
Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd £aft, 

Blow till they burft with fpite ; 
Let earth and hell confpire their worft, their beft, 

And join their twifted might 5 
Let Ihow'rs of thunderbolts dart down and wound me, 

And troops of fiends furround me. 
All this may well confront j all this fhall ne'er confound 
me. 



S. August. 



Chrift's crofs is the chrift-crofs of all our happinefs j 
it delivers us fi'om all blindnefs of error, and enriches 
our darknefs with light j it reftoreth the troubled foul 
to reft ; it bringeth ftrangers to God's acquaintance ; 
it maketh remote foreigners near neighbours ; it cutteth 
ofF difcord ; concludeth a league of everlafting peace ; 
and is the bounteous author of all good* 

S. Bern, in Ser. in Refur. 

We find glory in the crofs ; to us that are faved, it 
is the power of God, and the fulnefs of all virtues. 



Epic. 12. 



I foUow'd reft ; reft fled and foon forfook me : 
I ran from grief; grief ran and overtook me. 
What fliall I do, left I be too much toft ? 
On worldly croffes, Lord, let me be croft. 



Emblem 1 3 . 




Poft vulnera Dseraon. 



PROV. > 



jfs a dog returneth to his vomit .^fo a fool returneth to 

01 am wounded ! and my wounds do fmatt 
) Beyond my patience or great Chiron's art ; 
lyield, I yield the day, the palm is thine ; 
Thy bow 's more true, thy Ihaft 's more fierce than 

mine. 
Hold, hold, O hold thy conqu'ring hand. What need 
To fend more darts ? the firft has done the deed : 
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Oft have we ftruggled, when our equal arms 

Shot equal fhafts, infli£ted equal harms ; 

But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 

Twy-fork'd with death, has ftruck my confcience dead. 

But muft I die ? ah me ! If that were all, 

Then, then I 'd ftroke my bleeding wounds, and call 

This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 

Thefe harfh ingredients, where my grief's my cure. 

But fomething whifpers in my dying ear. 

There is an after-day ; which day I fear. 

The flender debt to nature 's quickly paid, 
Difcharg'd, perchance, with greater eafe than made ; 
But if that pale-fac'd fergeant make arreft. 
Ten thoufand actions would (whereof the leaft 
Is more than all this low^r world can bail) 
Be enter'd, and cof)4emn me to the jail 
Of Stygian darknefs, bound in red-hot chains. 
And gnp*d with tortures worfe than Tityan pains. 
Farewell, my vain, farewell, my loofe delights ; 
Farewell, my rambling days, my rev'ling nights ; 
'Twas you betrayed me firft, and when ye found 
My foul at Vantage, gave my foul the wound : 
Farewell, my bullion gods, whofe fov'reign looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks ; 
Go, feek another flave ; ye muft all go ; 
I cannot ferve my God and bullion too. 
Farewell, felfe honour ; you, whofe airy wings 
Did mount my foul above the thrones of kings ; 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and in difdain, 
Nipped my green buds ; then kickM me down again : 
Farewell, my bow j farewell, my Cyprian quiver ; 
Farewell, dear world, farewell, dear world, for ever. 
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O, but this moft delicious world, how fweet 
Her pleafures relifh ! ah! how jump they meet 
The grafping foul, and with their fprightly fire 
Revive and raife, and roufe the wrapt delire ! 
For ever ? O, to part fo long ! what, never 
Meet more ? another year, and then for ever ; 
Too quick refolves do refolution wrong 5 
What, part fo foon, to be divorc'd fo long ? 
Things to be done, are long to be debated 5 
Heav'n's not decay'd. Repentance is not dated. 



S. August. Lib. de Util. agen. Pcen. 

Go up, my foul, into the tribunal of thy confcience : 
there fet thy guilty foul before thyfelf : hide not thyfelf 
behind thyfelf left God bring thee forth before thyfelf. 

S. August, in Soliloq. 

In vain is that wafliing, where the next fin defileth : 
he hath ill repented, whofe fins are repeated : that 
ftomach is the worfe for vomiting, that licketh up his 
vomit. 

Anselm. 

God hath promifed pardon to him that repenteth, 
but he hath not proihifed repentance to him that finneth. 



Epig. 13. 

Brain-wounded Cupid, had this hafty dart. 

As it has prick*d thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 

'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv'd thee ! 

For had this dart but kill'd, this dart had fav'd thee, 



Emblem 14. 




Poft lapfum foitius efto. 



PROT. XXIV. 16. 



Ajuji man falleth f even times-, and r'lfeth up again ; but 
the wicked jhaU fall into mifchief. 

» rT~>IS but a foil at beft, and that 's the moft 

I Your flcill can boaft : 
My flipp'ry footing fail'd me ; and you tript, 

Juft as I dipt : 
My wanton weaknefs did herfelf betray 

With too much play : 
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I was too bold 5 he never yet flood fure, 

That ftands fecure : 
Who ever trufted to his native ftrength, 

But fell at length ? 
The title 's craz*d, the tenure is not good, 
That claims by th' evidence of flefh and blood. 

Boaft not thy fkill ; the righteous man falls oft, 

Yet falls but foft : 
There may be dirt to mire him, but no flones 

To crufh his bones : 
What if he flaggers ? nay, but cafe he be 

Foil'd on his knee ? 
That very knee will bend to Heav*n, and woo 

For mercy too. 
The true-bred gamefler ups afrefh, and then 

Falls to 't again 5 
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies. 
And yields his conquered life, or craven'd dies. 

Boafl not thy conquefl ; thou that ev*ry hour 

Fairft ten times low'r ; 
Nay, hafl not pow'r to rife, if not, in cafe. 

To fall more bafe : 
Thou wallow*fl where I flip ; and thou dofl tumble 

Where I but flumble : 
Thou glory'fl in thy flav'ries* dirty badges, 

And fall'fl ror wages : 
Sour grief and fad repentance fcours and clears 

My flains with tears : 
Thy falling keeps thy falling flill in ure ; 
But when! flip, I fland the more fecure. 
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Lord, what a nothing is this little fpan, 

We call a man ! 
What fenny trafh maintains the fmoth'ring fires 

Of his defires ! 
How flight and fhort are his refolves at longeft : 

How weak at ftrongeft ! 
Oh, if a finner, held by that faft hand, 

Can hardly ftand. 
Good God ! in what a defp'rate cafe are they, 

That have no ftay ! 
Man's ftate implies a neceflTary curfe ; 
When not himfelf, he 's mad j when moft himfelf, he 's 
worfe. 



S. Ambros. in Ser. ad Vincula. 

Peter ftood more firmly after he had lamented his 
fall than before he fell ; infomuch that he found more 
grace than he loft grace. 

S. Chrys. In Ep. ad Heliod. Monach. 

It is no fuch heinous matter to fall afflidled, as, being 
down, to lie dejefted. It is no danger for a foldier to 
receive a wound in battle, but, after the wound re- 
ceived, through defpair of recovery, to refiife a remedy ; 
for we often fee wounded champions wear the palm at 
laft ; and, after fight, crowned with vidtory. 



Epjg. 14. 

Triumph not, Cupid, his mifchance doth (how 
Thy trade ; doth once, what thou doft always do : 
Brag not too foon j has thy prevailing hand 
Foil'd him ? ah fool, th' haft taught him how to ftand. 



Emblem 15. 




Putet xthex i clauditur orbi. 



I will put my fear in their hearts, that they fliall not 
depart from me. 

SO, now the foul 's fublim'd : her four defires 
Are recalcin'd in Heav'n's well temper'd fires : 
The heart reftor'd and purg'd from drofly nature, 
Now finds the freedom of a new-born creature : 
It lives another life, it breathes new breath ; 
It neither fears nor feels the fling of death : 
Like as the idle vagrant (having none) 
That boldly 'dopts each houfe fie views, his own ; 
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Makes ev'rv purfe his chequer ; and, at pleafure, 

Walks fortn, and taxes all the world, like Caefar ; 

At length, by virtue of a juft command, 

His fides are lent to a feverer hand ; 

Whereon his pafs, not fully underftood, 

Is taxed in a manufcript or blood ; 

Thus paft from town to town ; until he come 

A fore repentant to his native home : 

E'en fo the rambling heart, that idly roves 

From crimes to fin, and uncontrolled removes 

From luft to luft, when wanton flefh invites 

From old worn pleafures to new choice delights ; 

At length corrected by the filial rod 

Of his offended, but his gracious God, 

And lafli'd from fins to fighs ; and by degrees. 

From fighs to vows, from vows to bended knees ; 

From bended knees to a true penfive breaft ; 

From thence to torments not by tongue expreft ; 

Returns ; and (from his finful felf exil'd) 

Finds a glad father, he a welcome child : 

O then it lives ; O then it lives involvM 

In fecret raptures ; pants to be diflTolvM : 

The royal offfpring of a fecond birth, 

Sets ope' to Hcav'n, and fhuts the door to earth : 

If love-fick Jove commanded clouds (hould hap 

To rain fuch fliow'rs as quicken'd Danae's lap : 

Or dogs (far kinder than their purple matter,) 

Should lick hi§ fores, he laughs, nor weeps the fafler. 

If earth (Heav'n's rival) dart her idle ray ; 

To Heav'n, 'tis wax, and to the world, 'tis clay : 

If earth prefent delights, it fcorns to draw, 

But, like the jet unrubb'd, difdains that flraw. 
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No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ; 
No grief difturbs it, and no error guides it ; 
No good contemns it, and no virtue blames it : 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly fhames it ; 
No floth befots it, and no luft inthrals it ; 
No fcorn afflidls it, and no paffion galls it : 
It is a ca(ket of immortal life ; 
An ark of peace ; the lifts of facred ftrife j 
A purer piece of endlefs tranfitory ; 
A fhrine of grace, a little theme of gloiy : 
A heav'n-born offTpring of a new-born oirth ; 
An earthly heav'n ; an ounce of heav'nly earth. 

S. August, de Spir. et Anima, 

happy heart, where piety afFedleth, where humility 
fubjecleth, where repentance corre<Steth, where obe- 
dience dire(9:eth, where perfeverance perfe<Steth, where 
power prote<Steth, where devotion projedleth, where 
charity connefteth. 

S. Greg. 
Which way foever the heart turneth itfelf (if care- 
fully), it fhall commonly obferve, that in thofe very 
things we lofe God, in thofe very things we fhall find 
God : it Ihall find the heat of his power in confidera- 
tion of thofe things, in the love of which things he was 
moft cold ; and by what things it fell perverted, by 
thofe things it is raifed converted. 

Epig. 15. 
My heart ! but wherefore do I call thee fo ? 

1 have renouncM my int'reft long ago : 
When thou wert falfe and fleflily, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thou never, till thou wert not mine. 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 




Lordy all my deftre is before thee : and my groaning i: 
not hid from thee, 

'JE^e (Cute eta inment. 

ALL you whofe better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can fcorn 
The world's bafe tralh, whofe necks difdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke of Satan ; whofe chafte car 
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No wanton fongs of Sirens can furprife 
With felfe delight ; whofe more than eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glitt'ring beams of honour, and not daze ; 
Whofe fouls can fpurn at pleafure, and deny 
The loofe fuggeftions of the flefh, draw nigh : 

And you, whofe am'rous, whofe feledl deflres 
Would feel the warmth of thofe tranfcendent fires. 
Which (like the rifmg fun) put out the, light 
Of Venus' ftar, and turn her day to night ; 
You that would love, and have your paflions c rown'd 
With greater happinefs than can be found 
In your own wifties ; you that would afFeft 
Where neither fcorn, nor guile, nor difrefpeft 
Shall wound your tortur'd fouls ; that would enjoy. 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulnefs cloy. 
Nor double doubt afflifts, nor Safer fear 
Unflames your courage in purfuit, draw near, 
Shake hands with earth, and let your foul refpeft 
Her joys no farther, than her joys refledl 
Upon her Maker's glory ; if thou fwim 
In wealth, fee him in all ; fee all in him : 
Sink'ft thou in want, and is thy fmall crufe fpent ? 
See him in want : enjoy him in content : 
Conceiv'ft him lodg'd in crofs, or loft in pain ? 
In pray'r and patience find him out again : 
Make Heav'n thy miftrefs, let no change remove 
Thy royal heart, be fond, be fick of love : 
What, if he flop his ear, or knit his brow ? 
At length he '11 be as fond, as fick as thou : 
Dart up thy foul in groans : thy fecret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, fhall pierce his ear alone : 
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Dart up thy (bul in vows : thy facred vow 

Shall find him out, where Heav'n alone fhall know : 

Dart up thy foul in fighs : thy whifp'ring figh 

Shall roufe his ears, and fear no lift'ner nigh : 

Send up thy groans, thy fighs, thy clofet-vow ; 

There 's none, there 's none fhall know but Heav'n and 

thou. 
Groans frefh'd with vows, and vows made {alt with 

tears; 
Unfcale his eyes, and fcale his conquered ears : 
Shoot up the bofom fbafts of thy defire, 
Feather'd with faith, and double-fork'd with fire ; 
And they will hit : fear not, where Heaven bids come, 
Heav'n 's never deaf, but when man's heart is dumb. 



Emblem i , 




My foul hath deftrtd thee in the night. 

GOOD God ! what horrid darknefs doth furround 
My groping foul ! how are my fenfes bound 
Jn utter {hades, and muffled from the light, 
Lurk in the bofom of eternal night ! 
The bold-fec'd lamp of Heav'n can fet and rife ; 
And with his morning gloiy fill the eyes^ 
Of gazing mortals; his viftorious ray 
Can chafe the fliadows, and reftore the day : 
Night's bafliful emprefs, though fhe often wane. 
As oft repeats her darknefs, primes again ; 
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And, with her circling horns, doth re-embrace 

Her brother's wealth, and orbs her filver face. 

But ah ! my fun, deep fwallow'd in his fall. 

Is fet, and cannot (hine, nor rife at all : 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light ; 

Alas ! my darknefs is perpetual night. 

Falls have their rifings, wanings have their primes, 

And defp'rate forrows wait their better times ; 

Ebbs have their floods, and autumns have their fprings : 

All ftates have changes hurried with the fwings 

Of chance and time, ftill riding to and fro ; 

Terreftrial bodies, and celeftial too. 

How often have I vainly grop'd about, 

With lengthen'd arms to find a paffage out. 

That I might catch thofe beams mine eye defires. 

And bathe my foul in thofe celeftial fires ! 

Like as the haggard, cloifter*d in her mew, 

To fcour her downy robes, and to renew 

Her broken flags, preparing t* overlook 

The tim'rous mallard at the Aiding brook. 

Jets oft from perch to perch ; from ftock to ground ; 

From ground to window ; thus furveying round 

Her dove-befeather'd priibn, till at length 

(Calling her noble birth to mind, and ftrength 

Whereto her wing was born) her ragged beak 

Nips off her jangling jeffes, ftrives to break 

Her jingling fetters, and begins to bate 

At ev'ry glimpfe, and darts at ev'ry grate : 

E'en fo, my weary foul, that long has been 

An inmate in this tenement of fin, 

Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd error, which invites 

My cloifter'd thoughts to feed on black delights. 
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Now fcorns her fhadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing'd defires at thee, that only art 
The fun fhe feeks, whofe rifing beams can fright 
Thefe dufky clouds that make fo dark a night : 
Shine forth, great glory, fhine ; that I may fee 
Both how to loathe myfelf, and honour thee j 
But if my weaknefs force thee to deny 
Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye : 
If I muft want thofe beams I wifli, yet grant 
That I, at leaft, may wifh thofe beams I want. 



S, August. Soliloq. Cap. xxxiii. 

There was a great dark cloud of vanity before mine 
eyes, fo that I could not fee the fun of juftice and the 
light of truth : I being the fun of darknefs, was involved 
in darknefs : I loved my darknefs, becaufe I knew not 
thy light : I was blind, and loved my blindnefs, and 
did walk from darknefs to darknefs : but. Lord, thou 
art my God, who haft led me from darknefs and the 
fhadow of death ; haft called me into this glorious light, 
and behold, I fee. 



Epig, I. 

My foul, cheer up ; what if the night be long ? 
Heav*n finds an ear when finriers nnd a tongue ; 
Thy tears are niorning fhow*rs : Heav'n bids me fay. 
When Peter's cock begins to crow, *tis day. 
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O Lord, thou kmwjeft my foolijbnefs, 
hid from thee. 

SEE'ST thou this fulfome idiot: iii what meafure 
He feems tranfported with the antic pleafurc 
Of childifh baubles? Canfl thou but admire 
The empty fulnefs of his vain defire ? 
Canfl thou conceive fuch poor delights as thefe 
Can fill th' infatiate foul of man, or pleafe 
The fond afpe£t of his deluded eye ? 
Reader, fuch very fools art thou and I : 
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Falfe pufFs of honour ; the deceitful ftreams 

Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 

Of pleafure, are our traffic, and enlhare 

Our fouls, the threefold fubjed of our care ; 

We toil for trafh, we barter folid joys 

For airy trifles, fell our Heav'ri for toys : 

We catch at barley-grains, whilft pearls ftand by 

DefpiPd ; fuch very fools art thou and I. 

Aim'ft thou at honour ? does not the idiot fhake it 

In his left hand ? fond man, flep forth and take it : 

Or would'ft thou wealth ? fee now the fool prefents thee 

With a full bafket, if fuch wealth contents thee : 

Would' fl thou take pleafure ? if the fool unflride 

His prancing flallion, thou may' ft up, and ride : 

Fond man, fuch is the pleafure, wealth, and honour, 

The earth affords fuch fools as doat upon her ; 

Such is the game whereat earth's idiots fly ; 

Such idiots, ah I fuch fools art thou and I : 

Had rebel man's fool-hardinefs extended 

No farther than himfelf, and there had ended, 

It had been juft ; but thiis enrag'd to fly 

Upon th' eternal eyes of Majefly, 

And drag the Son of Glory from the breafl 

Of bis indulgent Father ; to arrefl 

His great and facred perfon ; in difgrace 

To fpit and fpawl upon his fun-bright face ; 

To taunt him with bafe terms, and, being bound, 

To fcourge his foft, his trembling fides ; to wound 

His head with thorns, his heart with human fears ; 

His hands with nails, and his pale flank with fpears ; 

And then to paddle in the purer flream 

Of his fpilt blood, is more than mofl extreme: 
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Great Builder of Mankind, canft thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 
Thy handy work ? Oh ! canft thou choofe but fee, 
That mad'ft the eye ? can aught be hid from thee ? 
Thou feeft our perfons. Lord, and not our guilt ; 
Thou feeft not what thou may'ft, but what thou wilt : 
The hand that form'd us is enforc'd to be 
A fcreen fet up betwixt thy work and thee : 
Look, look upon that hand, and thou ibalt fpy 
An open wound, a thoroughfare for thine eye j 
Or if that wound be cloPd, that paflage be 
Deny'd between thy gracious eye and me. 
Yet view the fear ; that fear will countermand 
Thy wrath : O read my fortune in thy hand. 



S. Chrys. Horn. iv. in Joan. 
Fools feem to abound in wealth, when they want all 
things; they feem to enjoy happinefs, when indeed 
they are only moft miferable ; neither do they uhder- 
ftand that they are deluded by their fancy, till they be 
delivered from their folly. 

S. Greg, in Mor. 
By fo miich the more are we inwardly foolifh, by 
how much we ftrive to feem outwardly wife. 



Epic. 2. 
Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ? 
ControU'd thy God, and crucify'd his Son ? 
How fwcetly has the Lord of life deceived thee ! 
Thou fhedd'ft his blood, and that fhed blood has fav'd 
thee.^ ... 



Emblem 3 




Have mercy, Lord^upon me, for I am ■weak; Lord, 

heal mi, for my hones are vexed. 

Soul. A H ! Son of David, help. Jes. What finful 

l\. cry 

Implores the Son of David ? Soul. It is I. 
jes. Who art thou f Soul. Oh ! a deeply wounded 
breaft 
That 's heavy laden, and would fain have reft. 

yes. I have no fcraps, and dogs muft not be fed, 
Lilce houfehold children, with the children's bread. 
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Soul. True, Lord j yet tolerate a hungry whelp 
To lick their crumbs : O Son of David, help. 

Jes. Poor foul, what ail'ft thou? SouL O, I burn, 
I fry, 
I cannot reft, I know not where to fly, 
To find fome eafe ; I turn my blubbered face 
Vvota man to man ; I roll from place to place 
T' avoid my tortures, to obtain relief, 
But ftill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief: 
My midnight torments call the fluggifh light. 
And, when the morning 's come, they woo the night. 

Jes, Surceafe thy tears, and fpeak thy free defires, 

SouL Quench, quench my flames, and 'fuage thofe 
fcorching fires. 

Jes, Canft thou believe my hand can cure thy grief? 

Soul, Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief. 

Jes. Hold forth thine arm, and let my fingers try 
Thy pulfe ; where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie ? 

Soul. From head to foot ; it reigns in ev'ry part. 
But plays the felf-law'd tyrant in my heart. 

Jes. Canft thou digeft, canft reliih wholefome food ? 
How ftands thy tafte ? Soul, To nothing that is good : 
All finful trafli, and earth's unfav'ry ftuff 
I can digeft, and relifh well enougn. 

Jes, Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns ? 

Soul. Cold to what 's good ; to what is bad it burns. 

Jes. How old 's thy grief? SouL I took it at the fall 
With eating fruit. Jes. 'Tis epidemical : 
Thy blood 's infefted, and the infedlion fprung 
From a bad liver : 'tis a fever ftrong 
And full of death, unlefs with prefent fpeed 
A vein be open'd : thou muft die, or bleed. 
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SouL O, I am faint and fpent : that lance that (hail 
Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal ; 
My foul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of blood, than (being fpent fo far) to bleed : 
I faint already : if I bleed, I die. 

yes. *Tis either you muft bleed, fick foul, or I : 
My blood 's a cordial. He that fucks my veins, 
Shall cleanfe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than thefe : cheer up ; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart fliall bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye. 
Thy foul fhall neither languifli, bleed, nor die. 



S. August. Lib, x. Confefs. 

Lord, be merciful unto me ! ah me ! behold, I hide 
not my wounds : thou art a phyfician, and I am fick ; 
thou art merciful, and I am miferable, 

S. GREb, in Paftoral. 

O wifdom, with how fweet an art doth thy wine 
and oil reftore health to my healthlefs foul ! How 
powerfully merciful, how mercifully powerful art thou I 
powerful for me, merciful to me ! 



Epic. 3. 

Canft thou be fick, and fuch a doctor by ? 
Thou canft not live unlefs thy do<Slor die : 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med'cine good 
To 'fuage her pains, but the phyfician's blood ! 
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Emblem 4. 




Look upon myaffii£}ion and my pain ^ and far give all 
my fins. 

BOTH work and ftrokes ? both lafli and labour too i 
What more could Edom, or proud Afhur do ? 
Stripes after ftripes ; and blows fucceeding blows ! 
Lord, has thy fcourge no'mercy, and my woes 
No end f my pains no eafe ? no intermiffion f 
Is this tha ftate, is this the fad condition 
Of thofe that truft thee f will thy goodnefs pleafe 
T' allow no other favours ? none but thefe f 
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Will not the rhet'ric of my torments move ? 

Are thefe the fymptoms, thefe the figns of love ? 

Is 't not enough, enough that I fulfil 

The toilfome t^fk of thy laborious will ? 

May not this labour expiate and purge 

My fin, without th' addition of a fcourge ? 

Look on my cloudy brow, how faft it rains 

Sad fhow'rs of fweat, the fruits of fruitlefs pains : 

Behold thefe ridges, fee what purple furrows 

Thy plough has made ; O think upon thofe forrows 

That once were thine ; O wilt thou not be woo'd 

To mercy, by the charms of fweat and blood ? 

Canft thou forget that drowfy mount, wherein 

Thy dull difciples flept ? was not my fin 

There punilh'd in thy foul ? did not this brow 

Then fweat in thine r were not thefe drops enow } 

Remember Golgotha, where that fpring-tide 

O'erflowM thy fov'reign, facramental fide : 

There was no fin, there was no guilt in thee, [me. 

That cauPd thofe pains ; thou fweat'ft,thou bledd'it for 

Wfcs there not blood enough, when one fmall drop 

Had pow'r to ranfom thou&nd worlds, and ftop 

The mouth of juftice ? Lord, I bled before" 

In thy deep wounds ; can juftice challenge more ? 

Or dott thou vainly labour to hedge in 

Thy lofles from my fides? my blood is thin, 

And thy^ free bounty fcorns fuch eafy thrift ; 

No, no, thy blood came not as loan, but gift. 

But muft 1 ever grind, and muft I earn 

Nothing but ftripes ? O wilt thou difaltern 

The reft thou gav'ft ? haft thou peruPd the curfe 

Thou laid'ft on Adam's fall, and made it worfe ? 
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Canft thou repent of mercy ? Heav'n thought good 
Loft man fhould feed in fweat ; not work in blood : 
Why doft thou wound th' already wounded breaft ? 
Ah me ! my life is but a pain at beft : 
I am but dying duft : my day 's a fpan ; 
What pleafure tak'ft thou in the blood of man ? 
Spare, fpare thy fcourge, and be not fo auftere : 
Send fewer ftrokes, or lend more ftrength to bear* 



S. Bern. Horn. Ixxxi. in Cant 

Miferable man ! who fhall deliver me from the re- 
proach of this fhameful bondage ? I am a miferable 
man, but a free man j free, becaufe a man ; miferable, 
becaufe a fervant : in regard of my bondage, miferable ; 
in regard of my will, inexcufable : for my will, tha^ 
was free, beflaved itfelf to fm, by affenting to fin ; for 
he that committeth fin, is the fervant to fin. 



Epic. 4. 

Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did urge 
This twofold punifliment : the mill, the fcourge. 
Thy fin 's the author of thy felf-tormenting : 
Thou grind'ft for finning ; fcourg'd for not repenting. 
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Remember^ I hefeech thee-, that thau haft made me as the 
clay ; and ivilt thou bring me into duft again f 

THUS from the bofom of the new-made earth 
Poor man was delv'd, and had his unborn birth ; 
The fame the ftuff, the felf-fame hand doth trim 
The plant that ^des, the beatl that dies, and him. 
One was their fire, one was their common mother, 
Plants are his fitters, and the beaft his brother, 
The elder too ; beafts drew the felf-fame breath. 
Wax old alike, and die the felf-fame death : 
Plants grow as he, with feirer robes array'd j 
Alike they ilourilh, and alike they fade : 
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The beaft in fenfe exceeds him, and, in growth, 

The three-ag'd oak doth thrice exceed them both. 

Why look'ft thou then fo big, thou little fpan 

Of earth ; what art thou more in being man ? 

I, but my great Creator did infpire 

My cho(en earth, with the diviner fire 

Of reafon ; gave me judgment and a will ; 

That, to know good ; this, to choofe good from ill : 

He puts the reins of pow'r in my free hand, 

A jurifdi£tion over fea and land ; 

He gave me art to lengthen out my fpan 

Of life, and made me all, in being man : 

I, but thy paiSon has committed trealbn 

Againft the facred perfon of thy reafon : 

Thy judgment is corrupt, perverfe thy will ; 

That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill : 

The greater height fends down the deeper fall j 

And good declined, turns bad, turns worft of all. 

Say, then, proud inch of living earth, what can 

Thy greatnefs claim the more in being man ? 

O ! but my foul tranfcends the pitch of nature, 

Borne up by th' image of her high Creator; 

Outbraves the life of reafon, and bears down 

Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 

My heart 's a living temple t' entertain 

The King of Glory and his glorious train : 

Ho^ can I mend my title then ? where can 

Ambition find a higner flyle than man i 

Ah ! but that image is defac'd and foil'd ; 

Her temples raz'd, her altars all defil'd ; 

Her vefTels are polluted and diftain'd 

With loathed luft, her ornaments profan'd ; 
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Her oil-forfaken lamps and hoUowM tapers 
Put out J her incerife breathes unfav'ry vapours : 
Why fwell'ft thou then fo big, thou little fpan 
Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 
Eternal Potter, whofe bleft hands did lay 
My coarfe foundation from a fod of clay, 
Thou know'ft my flender veflel 's apt to leak ; 
Thou know'ft my brittle temper 's prone to break : 
Are my bones brazil, or my flefli of oak ? 
O, mend what thou haft made, what I have broke : 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 
Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 



S. August, Soliloq. xxxii. 

Shall I afk, who made me ? It was thou that 
madeft me, without whom nothing was made : thou 
art my Maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my 
Lord God, by whom I live, and by whom all things 
fubfift, becaufe thou madeft me : I thank thee, O my 
Potter, becaufe thy hands have made me, becaufe thy 
hands have formed me. 



Epic. 5. 

Why fwell'ft thou, man, puffed up with fame and 

purfe ? 
Th' art better earth, but born to dig the worfe : 
Thou cam'ft from earth, to earth thou muft return ; 
And art but earth, caft from the womb to th' urn. 



Emblem 6. 




/ have finned: Whatjhall Ida unto thee., thou Preferver 
of men? why do/l thou fet me as a mark againji thee? 

LORD, I have done ; and, Lord, I have mifdone ; 
'Tis folly to conteft, to ftrive with one 
That is too ftrong ; 'tis folly to affail 
Or prove an arm, that will, that muft prevail, [thrown 
I've done, I've done ; thefe trembling hands have 
Their daring weapons down : the day 's thine own : 
Forbear to ftrike whwe thou haft won the field, 
The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yield. 
Thefe treach'rous hands, that were fo vainly bold 
To try a thrivelek combat, and to hold 
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Self-wounded weapons up, are now extended 

For mercy from thy hand ; that knee that bended 

Upon her guardlefs guard, doth now repent 

Upon this naked floor ; fee both are bent, 

And fue for pity : O my ragged wound 

Is deep and defp'rate, it is drench'd and drown'd 

In blood and briny tears : it doth begin 

To ftink without, and putrify within. 

Let that viftorious hand that now appears 

Juft in my blood, prove gracious to my tears ; 

Thou great Preferver of prefumptuous man. 

What fhall I do f what fatifFa£tion can 

Poor duft and aihes make ? O if that blood. 

That yet remains unihed, were half as good 

As blood of oxen, if my death might be 

An ofPring to atone my God and me, 

I would difdain injurious life, and ftand 

A fuitor to be wounded from thy hand. 

But may thy wrongs be meafur'd by the fpan 

Of life, or balanc'd with the blood of man ? 

No, no, eternal fin expefts, for guerdon, 

Eternal penance, or eternal pardon : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 

And pardon him that hath no price to pay ; 

Enlarge that foul, which bafe prefumption binds ; 

Thy juftice cannot loofe what mercy finds j 

O thou that wilt not bn^ift the broken reed, 

Rub not my fores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 

Lord, if the peeviih Infant fights and flies, 

With unpar'd weapons, at his mother's eyes, [fhow 

Her frowns (half-mix'd with fmiles), may chance to 

An angry love-tick on his arm, or fo 5 
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Where, if the babe but make a lip and cry, 
Her heart begins to melt, and by and by 
She coaxes his dewy cheeks ; her babe fhe blefles, 
And chokes her language with a thoufand kifles ; 
I am that child : lo, here I proftrate lie, 
Pleading for mercy, I repent, and cry 
For gracious pardon ; let thy gentle ears 
Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears : 
See not my frailties. Lord, but through my fear. 
And look on every trefpafs through a tear : 
Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild ; 
Remember, th' art a father, I a child. 



S. Bern. Ser. xxL in Cant. 

Miferable man ! who fliall deliver me from the 
reproach of this fhameful bondage ? I am a miferable 
man, but a free man : free, becaufe like to God ; mife- 
rable, becaufe againft God : O keeper of mankind, 
why haft thou fet me as a mark againft thee ? thou 
hau fet me, becaufe thou haft not hindered me : It is 
juft that thy enemy {hould be my enemy, and that he 
who repugneth thee, fhould repugn me : I, who am 
againft thee, am againft myfelf. 



Epic. 6.- 

But form'd, and fight ! but born, and then rebel ! 
How fmall a blaft will make a bubble (well ? 
But dares the floor affront the hand that laid it I 
So apt is duft to fly in 's face that made it. 



BOOK HI. EMBLEMS. 



Emblem 7. 




Wherefore htdeji thou thy face, and holdejl me for thine 
enemy ^ 

WHY doft thou fliade thy lovely fece ' O why 
Docs that eclipfina; hand fo long deny 
The run£hine of thy foul enlivening eye ' 
Without that light, what light remains in me f 
Thou art my life, my way, my light , in thee 
I live, I move, and by thy beams I fee. 
Thou art my life ; if thou but turn away, 
My life 's a thoufand deaths : thou art my way ; 
ithout thee. Lord, I travel not, but ftray, 



My 
Wit 



11$ 



EMBLEMS. 



BOOK III. 



My light thou art ; without thy glorious fight, 
My eyes are darkened with perpetual night. 
My God, thou art my way, my life, my light. 

Thou art my way ; I wander, if thou fly : 
Thou art my light ; if hid, how blind am I ? 
Thou art my life ; if thou withdraw, I die. 

Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot fee ; 
To whom, or whither fhould my darknefs flee. 
But to the light ? and who 's that light but thee ? 

My path is loft, my wandering fteps do ftray ; 

I cannot fafely go, nor fafely ftay ; 

Whom fhould I feek but jhee, my path, my way ? 

O, I am dead : to whom fhall I, poor I, 
Repair ? to whom fliall my fad aihes fly 
For life ? and where is life but in thine eye ? 

And yet thou turn'ft away thy face, and fly 'ft me ; 
And yet I fue for grace, and thou deny'ft me ; 
Speak, art thou angry. Lord, or only try'ft me ? 

Unfcreen thofe heav'nly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou fliad'ft thy face ; perhaps thou think'ft no eye 
Can view thofe flames, and not drop down and die. 

If that be all, fliine forth and draw thee nigher ; 
Let me behold and die, for my defire 
Is, phoenix-like, to perifli in tnat fire. 

Death-conquer'd Laz'rus was redeem'd by thee j 
If I am dead. Lord, fet death's priPner free ; 
Am I more fpent, or ftink I worfe than he ? 

If my pufPd life be out, give leave to tine 

My fliamelefs fnuff'at that bright lamp of thine ; 

O what 's thy light the lefs for light'ning mine ? 
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If I have loft my path, great Shepherd, fay, 
Shall I ftill wander in a doubtful way ? 
Lord, fliall a lamb of Ifr'el's flieep-fold ftray ? 

Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man's eye ; 
The dead man's life : on thee my hopes rely j 
If thou remove, I err, I grope, I die. 

Difclofe thy fun-beams, clofe thy wings and ftay ; 
See, fee how I am blind and dead, and ftray, 
O thou that art my light, my life, my way. 



S. August. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

Why doft thou hide thy face : happily thou wilt 
fay. None can fee thy face and live : Ah, Lord, let 
me die, that I may fee thee ; let me fee thee, that I 
may die : I would not live, but die ; that I may fee 
Chrift, I defire death j that I may live with Chrift, I 
defpife life. 

Anselm. Med. Cap. 7. 

O excellent hiding, which is become my perfection ! 
My God, thou hideft thy treafure, to kindle my defire ! 
thou hideft thy pearl, to inflame the feekerj thou 
delayeft to give, that thou mayeft teach me to impor- 
tune J feemeft not to hear, to make me perfevere. 



Epig. 7. 

If Heav'n's all-quick'ning eyes vouchfafe to fhine 
Upon our fouls, we flight ; if not, we whine : 
Our equinoftial hearts can never lie 
Secure, beneath the tropics of that eye. 








Oh that my head were waters, and mine eyes a fountain 
of tears, that I might weep day and night. 

H that mine eyes were fprings, and could tranf- 

form 

Their drops to feas ; my fighs into a ftorm 

Of zeal, and facred violence, wherein 

This lab'ring veflel, laden with her fin. 

Might fufier fudden {hip wreck, and be fplic 

Upon that rock, where my drench'd foul may fit, 

O'erwhelm'd with plenteous paffion : Oh, and there 

Drop, drop, into an everlafting tear ! 
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Ah me ! that ev'ry Aiding vein that wanders 

Through this vaft ifle, did work her wild meanders 

In brackifli tears inftead of blood, and fwell 

This flefh with hoKr dropfies, from whofe well, 

Made warm with fighs, may fume my wafting breath, 

Whilft I diflblve in ftreams, and reek to death ! 

Thefe narrow fluices of my dribbling eyes 

Are much too ftrait for thofe quick fprings that rife. 

And hourly fill my temples to the top ; 

I cannot med for every fin a drop ; 

Great Builder of mankind, why haft thou fent 

Such fwelling floods, and made fo fmall a vent f 

Oh that this flefli had been compofed of fnow, 

Inftead of earth j and bones of ice ; that fo, 

Feeling the fervour of my fin, and loathing 

The fire I feel, I might nave thaw'd to nothing ! 

O thou that didft, with hopeful joy, entomb 

Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb. 

And then, with joyfiil pain, brought'ft forth a fon. 

What, worth thy labour, has thy labour done ? 

What was there, ah ! what was there in my birth 

That could deferve the eafiest fmile of mirth ? 

A man was born : alas ! and what 's a man ! 

A fcuttle full of duft, a meafur*d fpan 

Of flitting time ; a furni(h*d pack, whofe wares 

Are fuUen griefs, and foul-tormenting cares : 

A vale of tears, a vefTel tunn'd with breath, 

By ficknefs broach'd, to be drawn out by death : 

A haplefs, helplefs thing, that, born, does cry 

To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die. 

Great God and man, whofe eye fpent drops fo often 

For me, that cannot weep enough ; O foften 



t20 



EMBLEMS. 



BOOK III. 



Thefe marble brains, and ftrike this flinty rock ; 
Or, if the mufic of thy Peter's cock 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkening ears 
With that fweet found, that I may melt in tears ! 
I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye ; 
O give me vent, or elfe I burft, and die. 



S. Ambros. in Pfal. cxviii. * 

He that commits fins to be wept for, cannot weep 
for fins committed; and being himfelf moft lament- 
able, hath no tears to lament his offences, 

Nazianz. Orat. iii. 

Tears are the deluge of fin, and the world's facrifice. 

S. HiERON. in Efaiam. 

Prayer appeafes God, but a tear compels him : that 
moves him, but this conftrains him. 



EriG. 8. 

Earth is an ifland ported round with fears ; 
Thy way to Heav'n is through the fea of tears j 
It is a ftormy pafifage, where is found 
The wreck of many a fhip, but no man drown'd. 



Emblem 9. 




The firrows of hell compaffid me about, and the fnarei 
of death prevented me. 

IS not this type well cut, in ev'ry part 
Full of rich cunning ! iill'd wtth Zeuxian art \ 
Are not their hunters, and the Stygian hounds 
Limn'd fiill to th' life ? didft ever hear the founds 
Of mufic, and the lip-dividing hreaths 
Of the ftrong winded horn, recheats, and deaths. 
Done more exact ? th' infernal Nimrod's haJloo ? 
The lawlefs purlieus ? and the game they follow ? 
The hidden engines, and the fnarcs that lie 
So undifcover'd, fo obfcure to th' eye f 
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The new drawn net, and her entangled prey ? 
And him that clo(es it ? Beholder, fay, 
Is't not well done ! feems not an em'lous ftrife 
Betwixt the rare cut picture and the life ? 
Thefe purlieu men are devils ; and the hounds 
(Thofe quick-nofd cannibals, that fcour the grounds) 
Temptation -y and the game, the fiends purfue, 
Are human (buls, which ftill they have in view ; 
Whofe fury if they chance to Ycape, by flying, 
The fkilful hunter plants his net, clofe lying 
On th' unfufpe£ted earth, baited with treafure. 
Ambitious honour, and felf-wafling pleafure : 
Where, if the foul but floop, death flands prepar'd 
To draw the net, and drown the fouls enfnared. 
Poor foul ! how art thou hurried to and fro ? 
Where canft thou fafely flay ? where fafely go ? 
If flay ; thefe hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee : 
If go ; the fnares enclofe, the nets enfiiare thee : 
What good in this bad world has power t' invite thee 
A willing guefl ; wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her pleafures are but itch : her wealth, but cares : 
A world of dangers, and a world of fhares : 
The clofe purfuers' bufy hands do plant 
Snares in thy fubflance ; fnares attend thy want ; 
Snares in thy credit ; fnares in thy dilgrace ; 
Snares in thy high eflate ; fnares in thy bafe ; 
Snares tuck thy bed ; and fnares furround thy board ; 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and fnares attach thy word ; 
Snares in thy quiet ; mares in thy commotion ; 
Snares in thy diet ; fnares in thy devotion ; 
Snares lurk m thy refolves, (hares in thy doubt ; 
Snares lie within thy heart, and fnares without ; 
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Snares are above thy head, and fnares beneath ; 

Snares in thy Acknefs, (iiares are in thy death. 

Oh ! if thefe purlieus be fo full of danger, 

Great God of hearts, the world's fole fov'reign ranger, 

Preferve thy deer ; and let my foul be Weft 

In thy fafe foreft, where I feek for reft : 

Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill ; 

Roufe me they may, but have no power to kill. 



S. Ambros. Lib. iv. in Cap. iv. in Luc. 
The reward of honours, the height of power, the 
delicacy of diet, and the beauty of an harlot, are the 
fnares of the devil. 

S. Ambros. de Bono Mortis. 
Whilft thou feekeft pleafures, thou runneft into 
fnares, for the eye of the harlot is the fnare of the 
adulterer. 

Savanar. 
In eating, he fets before us gluttony ; in generation, 
luxury ; in labour, fluggiflinefs ; in converfing, envy j 
in governing, covetoufiiefs j in corredling, anger j in 
honour, pride ; in the heart, he fets evil thoughts ; in 
the mouth, evil words ; in actions, evil works ; when 
awake, he moves us to evil adlions ; when afleep, to 
filthy dreams. 

Epio. 9. 
Be fad, my heart, deep dangers wait thy mirth : 
Thv foul 's waylaid by fea, by hell, by earth : 
Hell has her hounds ; earth, fnares ; the fea, a fhelf : 
But, moft of all, my heart, beware thyfelf. 



Emblem lo. 




Enter not into judgment with thy feruant ; for in thy 
fight Jhall no man living ht jujiified. 

3es(u£(. 3"8*tfce. &fnncr. 

Jes. TJRING forth the priPner, Juftice. Jujl. 

J3 Thy commands 
Are done, iuft Judge ; Sec here the prifner ftands. 
Jes. What has the prif ner done f Say ; what 's 
the caufe 
Of his commitment ? 'J^ft• He hath broke the laws 
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Of his too gracious God ; confpir'd the death 

Of that great Majefty that gave him breath, 

And heaps tranfgreffion, Lord, upon tranigreffion* 

Jes, How know'ft thou this ? Juji. £'en by his 
own confeffion : 
His fins are crying ; and they cry'd aloud : 
They cry'd to Heav'n, they cry'd to Heav'n for blood. 

yes. What fay'ft thou, finner? haft thou ought to 
plead 
That fentence fhould not pafs ? hold up thy head, 
And ihow thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sin, Ah me ! 1 dare not : Pm too vile and bafe 
To tread upon the earth, much more to lift 
Mine eyes to Heav'n ; I need no other flirift 
Than mine own confcience ; Lord, I muft confefs, 
I am no more than duft, and no whit lefs 
Than my indidlment ftyles me 5 ah ! if thou 
Search too fevere, with too fevere a brow, 
What flefli can ftand ? I have tranfgrelPd thy laws j 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my caufe. 

Juft. Lord, fliall I ftrike the blow? Jes. Hold, 
Juftice, ftay : 
Sinner, fpeak on 5 what haft thou more to fay ? 

Sin, Vile as I am, and of myfelf abhorr'd, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature. Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and at firft 
Moft like to thee, though now a poor accurft, 
Convi£J:ed caitiff, and degen'rous creature. 
Here trembling at thy bar, JuJI. Thy fault 's the 
greater. [^^7 • 

Lord, fliall I ftrike the blow ? Jes. Hold, Juftice, 
Speak, finner ; haft thou nothing elfe to fay ? 
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Sin, Nothing but mercy, mercy, Lord ; my ftate 
Is miferably poor and defperate ; 
I quite renounce myfelf, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jesus, from thyfelf to thee. 

y«/?. Ceafe thy vain hopes ; my angry God has 
vow'd ; 
Abufed mercy muft have blood for blood : 
Shall I yet ftrike the blow ? Jes. Stay, Juftice, hold ; 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold, 
To view the trembling wretch ; methinks I fpy 
My Father's image in the prifner's eye. 

y«/?. I cannot hold. Jes. Then turn thy thirfty 
blade 
Into my fides, let there the wound be made : 
Cheer up, dear foul j redeem thy life with mine : 
My foul fliall fmart, my heart fhall bleed for thine. 

Sin. O groundless deeps ! O love beyond degree ! 
Th' offended dies to fet th' offender free. 



S, August. 



Lord, if I have done that, for which thou mayefl 
danm me; thou hafl not lofl that, whereby thou 
mayefl fave me : remember not, fweet Jefus, thy 
jufrice againfl th6 finner, but thy benignity towards 
thy creature : remember not to proceed againfl a 
guilty foul, but remember thy mercy towards a mife- 
rable wretch : forget the infolence of the provoker, 
and behold the mifery of the invokerj for what is 
Jefus but a Saviour ? 
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Anselm. 



Have refpeft to what thy Son hath done for me, 
and forget what my fins have done againft thee : rtiy 
flefli hath piovoked thee to vengeance; let the flem 
of Chrift move thee to mercy : It is much that my 
rebellions have defcrved ; but it is more that my 
Redeemer hath merited. 



Epic. 10. 



Mercy of mercies ! He that was mv drudge 
Is now my advocate, is now my judge : 
He fufFers, pleads, and fentences alone : 
Three I adore, and yet adore but One. 



Emblem 1 1 . 




Let not the vjater-fiaad ovtrflow me, neither let the deep 
/wallow me up. 

THE world 's a Tea ; my Aelh a fhjp that 's mann'd 
With lab'ring thoughts, and fteer'd by reafon's 
hand: 
My heart 's the feaman's card, whereby Ihe fails ; 
My loofe afFei5tions are the greater fails ; 
The top-fail is my fancy, and the gufts 
That fill thefe wanton iheets, are worldly lufts. 
Pray'r is the cable, at whofe end appears 
The anchor Hope, ne'er flipp'd but in our fears : 
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My will 's the inconftant pilot, that commands 
The ftagg'ring keel 5 my fins are like the fands : 
Repentance is the bucket, and mine eye 
The pump unuPd (but in extremes) and dry : 
My confcience is the plummet that does prefs 
The deeps, but feldom cries, O fathomlefs : 
Smooth calm 's fecurity ; the gulph, defpair j 
My freight 's corruption, and this life 's my fare : 
My foul 's the paflenger, confuPdly driv'n 
From fear to fright 5 her landing port is Heav'n. 
My feas are ftormy, and my ihip doth leak ; 
My bailor's rude ; my fteerfman faint and weak : 
My canvafs torn, it flaps from fide to fide : 
My cable 's crack'd, my anchor 's flightly ty'd. 
My pilot *s craz'd : my (hip wreck fands are cloak'd; 
My bucket 's broken, and my pump is chok'd ; 
My calm 's deceitful ; and my gulph too near j 
My wares are flubber'd, and my fare 's too dear : 
My plummet 's light, it cannot fink nor found ; 
Oh, fhall my rock-bethreaten'd foul be drowned ? 
Lord, flill the feas, and fhield my fhip from harm j 
Inflrudl my failors, guide my fleerfman's arm : 
Touch thou my compafs, and renew my fails, 
Send flifFer courage or fend milder gales ; 
Make flrong my cable, bind my anchor fafler ; 
Direft my pilot, and be thou his mafler ; 
Objeft the fands to my mofl ferious view. 
Make found my bucket, bore my pump anew : 
New cafl my plummet, make it apt to try 
Where the rocks lurk, and where the quickfands lie ; 
Guard thou the gulph with love, my calms with care j 

Cleanfe thou my freight ; accept my flender fare ; i; 

K i 
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Refresh the fea-fick paflenger ; cut fhort 

His voyage ; land him in his wifli'd-for port : 

Thou, thou, whom winds and ftormy feas obey, 

That through the deep gav'ft grumbling Isr'el way. 

Say to my foul, be fafe ; and then mine eye 

Shall fcorngrim death, although grim death ftand by. 

thou whofe ftrength-reviving arm did cherifh 
Thy finking Peter, at the point to perifli. 
Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 

1 '11 come, I '11 come : the voice that calls will fave. 



S. Ambros. Apol. poft. pro. David. Cap. iii. 

The confluence of luft makes a great tempeft, 
which in this Tea difturbeth the feafaring foul, that 
reafon cannot govern it. 

S. August. Soliloq. Cap. xxxv. 

We labour in the boifterous fea: thou ftandeft 
upon the fhore and feeft our dangers ; give us grace 
to hold a middle courfe between Scylla and Charybdis, 
that, both dangers efcaped, we may arrive at the port 
fecure. 



Epig. II. 



My foul, the feas are rough, and thou a ftranger 
In thefe falfe coafts ; O keep aloof; there 's danger : 
Caft forth thy plummet ; fee, a rock appears ; 
Thy fhip wants fea-room ; make it with thy tears. 



Emblem 12. 




that thou wouldej} hide me in the grave^ that thou 
wouldeji keep me in fecrtt until thy wrath be paji ! 

O WHITHER fhaU I fly ? what path untrod 
Shall I feek out to 'fcape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 
Where fliall I fojourn ? what kind fea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where Oiall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid afide ? 
What, if my feet fhould take their hafty flight, 
And feek protc£tion in the (hades of night f 
Alas ! no fhades can blind the God of Tight. 
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What, if my foul ftould take the wings of day, 
And find feme defert ? If (he fprings away, 
The wings of vengeance clip as feft as they. 

What, if fome folid rock (hould entertain 
My frighted foul ? can folid rocks reftrain 
Tne ftroke of Juftice, and not cleave in twain ? 

Nor fea, nor (hade, nor fhield, nor rock, nor cave, 

Nor filent deferts, nor the fuUen grave. 

What flame-ey'd fiiry means to fmite, can fave. 

The feas will part, graves open, rocks will fplit ; 
The fliield will cleave ; the frighted (hadows flit ; 
Where Juftice aims, her iiery darts muft hit. 

No, no, if ftern-brow'd vei^ance means to thunder, 
There is no place above, beneath, or under. 
So clofe, but will unlock, or rive in funder. 

'Tis vain to flee ; 'tis neither here nor there 
Can 'fcape that hand, until that hand forbear ; 
Ah me ! where is he not, that 's everywhere ? 

'Tis vain to flee, till gentle mercy (how 

Her better eye ; the farther oflF we go. 

The fwing of Juftice deals the mightier blow. 

Th' ingenuous child, corredled, doth not fly 
His angry mother's hand, but clings more nigh. 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 

Shadows are faithlefs, and the rocks are falfe ; 
No truft in brafs, no truft in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are e'en as fafe as princes' halls. 
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Great God ! there is no fafety here below ; 

Thou art my fortrefs, thou that feem'ft my foe, 

*Tis thou, that ftrik'ft the ftroke, muft guard the blow. 

Thou art my God, by thee I fall or ftand ; 
Thy grace hath giv*n me courage to withftand 
All tortures, but my confcience and thy hand. 

I know thy juftice is thyfelf ; I knoW) 
Juft God, thy very felf is mercy too ; 
If not to thee, where, whither ihall I go ? 

Then work thy will ; if paffion bid me flee, 
My reafon fhall obey ; my wings (hall be 
Stretched out no further tnaii from thee to thee. 



S. August, in Plal. xxxiiu 

Whither fly I ? to what place can I (afely fly ? to 
what mountain f U> what den i to what ftrong houfe ? 
what caftle fhall I hold ? what walls fhall hold me ? 
whitherfoever I go, myfelf followeth me : For what- 
foever thou fliefl, O man, thou mayefl, but thy own 
confcience : wherefoever, O Lord, I go, I find thee ; 
if angry, a revenger 5 if appeafed, a redeemer : what 
way have I, but to fly from thee to thee ? that thou 
mayeft avoid thy God, addrefs to thy Lord. 



£P1G. 12. 

Hath vengeance found thee ? can thy fears command 
No rocks to fhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
Know*fl thou not where to 'fcape ? I *11 tell thee where: 
My foul, make clean thy confcience ; hide thee there. 



Emblem 13. 




^^^^j^^r^g^a^ 



Are not my days fnu? Ceafe thirty and let me alone, 
that Jmay hevjail myfelf a little. 

MY glafs is half unfpent ; forbear t' arrcft 
My thriftlefs day too foon : my poor requelt 
Is, that my glafe may run but out the reft. 
My time-devoured minutes will be done 
Without thy help i fee, fee how fwift th^ run : 
Cut not my thread before my thread be Ipun, 
The gain 's not great I purchafe by this ftay ; 
What lofs fuftain'ft thou by fo fmall delay. 
To whom ten thoufand years are i)ut a xlay f , 
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My following eye can hardly make a fliift 
To count my winged hours ; they fly fo fwift, 
They fcarce deferve the bounteous name of gift. 

The fecret wheels of hurrying time do give 
So ihort a warning, and fo faft they drive, 
That I am dead before I feem to live. 

And what 's a life ? a weary pilgrimage, 
Whofe glory in one day doth fill thy llage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepit age. 

And what 's a life ? the flourifhing array 
Of the proud fummer-meadow, which to-day 
Wears her green pluih, and is to-morrow hay, . 

And what 's a life ? a blaft fuftain'd with clothing, 
Maintained' with food, retained with vile felf-loathing, 
Then weary of itfelf, again to nothing. 

Read pn this dial, how the fhades devour 

My fliort-livM winter's day ; hour eats up hour j 

Alas ! the total 's but from eight to four. 

Behold thefe lilies (which thy hands have made 

Fair copies of my life, and open laid 

To view), how foon they droop, how, foon they fade ! 

Shade not that dial, night will blind too foon ; 
My non-ag'd day already points to noon ; . 
How fimple is my fuit ! how fmall my boon ! 

Nor do I beg this flender inch, to while 

The time away, or fafely to beguile 

My thoughts with joy, there 's nothing worth a fmile. 



1^6 



EMBLEMS. 



BOOK III. 



No, no : 'tis not to pleafe my wanton ears 
With frantic mirth, I beg but hours, not years : 
And what thou giv'ft me, I will give to tears. 

Draw not that foul which would be rather led ! 
That feed has yet not broke my ferpent's head ; 

fhall I die before my fins are dead ? 

Behold thefe rags ; am I a fitting guefl 
To tafle the dainties of thy royal feafl. 
With hands and face unwafhed, ungirt, unblefl ? 

Firfl, let the Jordan flreamS, that find fupplies 

From the deep fountain of my heart, arife. 

And cleanfe my fpots, and clear my lep'rous eyes. 

1 have a world of fins to be lamented ; 

I have a fea of tears that mufl be vented : 
O fpare till then ; and then I die contented, 

S. August. Lib. de Civit. Dei, Cap. x. 

The time wherein we live, is taken from the fpace 
of our life ; and what remaineth, is daily made lefs, 
infomuch that the time of our life is nothing but a 
pafTage to death. 

S. Greg. Lib. ix. Cap. Ixiv. in Job. 

As moderate afHiflions bring tears, fo immoderate 
take away tears ; infomuch that forrow becometh no 
forrow, which fwallowing up the mind of the afflicted, 
taketh away the fenfe of the afHiftion, 

Epio. 13; 
Fear'fl thou to go, when fuch an arm invites thee ? 
Dread'fl thou thy loads of fin ? or what affrights thee I 
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins : 
Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy fins ? 




O that nun inert vjife^ that they under/food this, that 
they would confider their latter end! 

Fl. "\T 7"HAT means my filler's eye fo oft to pafs 
VV Through the long entry of that optic glafs? 
Tell me i what fecret virtue doth invite 
Thy wrinkled eye to fuch unknown delight ? 

Sp. It helps the light, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view j it draws the objefts near. 

Fl. What fen fe-deligh ting objects doft thou fpy f 
What doth that glafe prefcnt before thine eye I 
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Sp, I fee thy foe, my reconciled friend. 
Grim death, e'en {landing at the glaff's end : 
(lis left hand holds a branch of palm ; his right 
Holds forth a two-cdg*d fword. FL A proper fight. 
And is this all ? doth thy profpeftive pleafe 
Th* abufed fancy with no ihapes but thefe ? 

Sp, Yes, I behold the darkened fun bereav'n 
Of all his light, the battlements of Heav'n 
Swelt'ring in flames ; the angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high tribunal-throne j 
I fee a brimflone fea of boiling fire. 
And fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire, 
Tort'ring poor fouls, that gnafh their teeth in vain, 
And gnaw their flame -tormented tongues for pain. 
Look, fifler, how the queafy-flomach'd graves 
Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves 
Scald their confumelefs bodies, ftrongly curfing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurfing. 

FL Can thy diflemper'd fancy take delight 
In view of tortures i thefe are mows t* affright : 
Look in this glafs triangular ; look here, [there ? 

Here 's that will ravilh eyes. Sp. What feefl thou 

FL The world in colours ; colours that diflain 
The cheeks of Proteus or the filken train 
Of Flora's nymphs ; fuch various forts of hue. 
As fun-confronting Iris never knew : . ^ 

Here, if thou pleafe to beautify a town, 
Thou may'fl ; or with a hand, turn *t upfide down ; 
Here may'fl thou fcant or widen by the meafure ^ 
Of thine own will ; make (hort or long at pleafure : 
Here may'fl thou tire thy fancy, and advifc 
With fhows more apt to pleafe more curious eyes. 
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Sp, Ah fool ! that doat'ft on vain, on prefent toys. 
And difreipeft'ft thofe trae, thofe future joys : 
How ftrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas ! 
To doat on goods that perilh with thy glafe ! 
Nay, vanilh with the turning of a hand : 
Were they but painted colours, it might ftand' 
With painted reafon that they might devote thee 5 
But things that have no being to befot thee ! 
Forelight of future torments is the way 
To balk thofe ills which prefent joys betray. 
As thou haft fool'd thyfelf, fo now come hither. 
Break that fond glafs, aud let 's be wife together. 



S. BonaVent. de Contemptu Saeculi. 

O that men would be wife, and underftand, and 
forefee. Be wife, to know three things, the multitude 
of thofe that are to be damned ; the few number of 
thofe that are to be faved ; and the vanity of tranfitory 
things : underftand three things ; the multitude of 
fins, the omiffion of good things, and the Ibfs of time : 
forefee three things ; the danger of death, the laft 
judgment, and eternal punifhment. 



Epig. 14.. 

What,' foul, no further yet ? what, ne'er commence 
Mafter in faith ? ftill bachelor of fenfe ? 
Is 't infufficiency ? or what has made thee 
O'erflip thy loft degree f thy luftshaye ftaid thee. 



Emblem 15. 




My life ii jpent with griefy and my years with fighing, 

WHAT fullen ftar rul'd my untimely birth, 
That would not lend my days one hour of mirth ? 
How oft have thefe bare knees been bent to gain 
Thefe (lender alms of one poor fmile in vain ? 
How often, tir'd with the fallidious light. 
Have my feint lips implor'd the {hades of night ? 
How often have my nightly torments pray'cT 
For ling'ring twilight, glutted with the Ihade ? 
Day worfe than night, night worfe than day appears j 
In fears I fpend my nights, my days in tears : 
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I moan xinpitied, groan without relief. 
There is no end or meafure of my grief. 
The fmiling flow'r (alutes the day ; it grows 
Untouch'd with care 5 it neither fpins nor fows : 

that my tedious life were like this flow'r, 
Or freed frpm grief, or finifli'd with an hour : 
Why was I born ? why was I born a man ? 
And why proportioned by fo large a fpan ? 
Or why fufpended by the common lot. 
And being born to die, why die I not ? 
Ah me ! why is my forrow-wafted breath 
Denied the eafy privilege of death ? 
The branded flave, that tugs the weary oar. 
Obtains the fabbath of a welcome fhore ^ 
His ranfom'd ftripes are heal'd ; his native foil 
Sweetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil : 
But ah } my forrows are not half fo bleft ; 
My labour finds no point, my pains no reft ; 

1 barter fighs for tears, and tears for groans, . 
Still vainly rolling Sifyphaean ftones. 
Thou juft obferver of our flying hours, 
That, with thy adamantine fangs, devours 
The brazen monuments of renowned kings. 
Doth thy glafs ftand ? or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt to fly ? if not, why doft thou ipare 
A willing breaft ; a breaft that ftands (o fair ; 
A dying breaft, that hath but only breath 
To beg a wound, and ftrength to crave a death ? 
O that the pleafed Heav'ns would once diflblve 
Thefe flelhly fetters, that fo feft involve 
My hamper'd foul ; then would my foul be bleft 
From all thofe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reft : 
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Till then, my days are months, my months are years. 

My years arc ages to be fpent in tears : 

My grief 's entailed upon my wafteful breath, 

Which no recovery can cut ofF but death. 

Breath drawn in cottages, pufFM out in moans, 

Begins, continues, and concludes in groans. 



Innocent, de Vilitatc Condit. Humanae. 

O who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that 
I mav bewail the miferable ingrefs of man's condition ; 
the finful progrefs of man's converfation ; the damna- 
ble egrefs in man's diffolution ? I will confider with 
tears, whereof man was made, what man doth, and 
what man is to do ! alas ! he is formed of earth, con- 
ceived in fin, born to punifhment : he doth evil things, 
which are not lawful; he doth filthy things, which 
are not decent ; he doth vain things, which are not 
expedient. 



Epig. 15. 

My heart, thy life 's a debt by bond, which bears 
A fecret date ; the ufe is groans and tears : 
Plead not ; ufurious nature will have all. 
As well the int'reft as the principal. 



BOOK THE FOURTH. 



Emblem 




My foul hath coveted to defire thy judgmeni 



I fee another law In my members warring againji the 
lavj of my mind, and bringing me Into captivity to the 
law efjin. 

OHOW my will is hurried to and fro, 
And how my unrefolv'd refolves do vary ! 
1 know not where to fix, fometimes I go 

This way, then that, and then the quite contrary : 
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I like, diflike : lament for what I could not ; 
I do, undo ; yet ftill do what I (bould not, 
And, at the felfTame inftant, will the thing I would not. 

Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreft 

With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will ; 
Thus am I hourly toft from eaft to weft 
Upon the rolling ftreams of good and ill : 
Thus am I driv'n upon the flipp'ry fuds 
From reo;! ills to falfe apparent goods : 
My life 's a troubled fea^ compoPd of ebbs and floods. 

The curious penman, having trimm'd his page 
With the dead language of his dabbled quill, 
Lets fall a heedlefs drop, then in a rage 
Caftiiers the fruits of his unlucky (kill ; 

E*en fo my pregnant foul in tn* infant bud [flood 
Of her beft thoughts fhow*rs down a coal-black 
Of unadvifed ills, and cancels all her good. 

Sometimes a fudden flaih of facred heat 

Warms my chill foul, and fets my thoughts in frame ; 
But foon that fire is Ihoulder'd from her feat 
By luftful Cupid's much inferior flame. 
I feel two flames, and yet no flame entire ; 
Thus are the mongrel thoughts of mixt defire 
Confum'd between that heav'nly and this earthly fire. 

Sometimes my trafh-difdaining thoughts outpafs 

The common period of terrene conceit ; 
O then methinks I fcorn the thing I was, 
Whilft I ftand ravifh'd at my new eftate : 
But when the Icarian wings of my defire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire. 
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I know the nature of my wavering mind ; 

I know the frailty of my flefhly will : 
My paflion *s eagle-ey'd j my judgment blind j 
1 know what 's good, and yet make choice of ill. 
When the oftrich wings of my defires fhall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the leaft degree, 
Yet grant my fole defire, but of defiring thee. 



S, Bern. Med. ix. 

My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and inftable 
heart j while it is led by its own judgment, and want- 
ing divine counfel, cannot fubfift in itfelf ; and whilft 
it divers ways feeketh reft, findeth none, but remaineth 
miferable through labour, and void of peace : it agreeth 
not with itfelf, it diffenteth from itfelf; it altereth reib- 
lutions, changeth the judgment, frameth new thoughts, 
puUeth down the old, and buildeth them up again : it 
willeth and willeth not; and never remaineth in the 
fame ftate. 

S. August, de Verb. Apoft. 

When it would, it cannot ; becaufe when k might, 
it would not: therefore by an evil will man loft his 
good power. 



Epig. 1. 



My foul, how are thy thoughts difturbM, confin'd, 
Enlarg*d betwixt thy members and thy mind J 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending caufe 
Can ne'er exped one verdift 'twixt two laws, 



Emble: 




O that my ways were dirtied to keep thjftatutesl 

THUS I, the objefl of the world's difdajn, 
With pilgrim fece furround the weary earth ; 
I only relifh what the worM counts vain ; 

Her mirth 's my grief; her fullen grief my mirth ; 
Her light my darknefs ; and her truth my error. 
Her freedom is my gaol ; and her delight my terror. 
Fond earth ! proportion not my feemlng love 

To my long ftayj let not my thoughts deceive theej 
Thou art my prifon, and my home 's above ; 
My life 's a preparation but to leave thee : 

Like one that (eeks a door, I walk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live ; I cannot live without thee. 
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The world *s a lab'rinth, whole anfradluous ways 

Are all compoPd of rubs and crook'd meanders : 
No refting here ; he *s hurried back that ftays 
A thought J and he that goes unguided, wanders : 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n ; 
So hard 's the way from earth ; fo hard 's the way to 
Heav'n. 

This gyring lab'rinth is betrenchM about 

On either hand with ftreams of fulph'rous fire, 

Streams clofely Aiding, erring in and out. 
But feeming pleafant to the fond defcrier ; 

Where, if his footfteps truft their own invention, 

He falls without redrefs, and finks without dimenfion. 

Where fhall I feek a guide ? where fhall [ meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 

What trufty lanthorn will direft my feet 

To Ycape the danger of thefe dang'rous places ? 
What hopes have I to pafs without a guide ? 

Where one gets fafely through, a thoufand fall befide. 

An unrequefted ftar did gently Hide 
Before the wife men to a greater light ; 

Backfliding Ifr'el found a double guide ; 
A pillar and a cloud ; by day, by night : 

Yet in my defp*rate dangers, which be far [ftar. 

More great than theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor 

O that the pinions of a clipping dove 

Would cut my paflage through the empty air j 

Mine eyes being feal'd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care ! 

My backward eyes fliould ne'er commit that fault, 

Whofe lafting guilt mould build a monument of fait. 

L 2 
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Great God, that art the flowing fpring of light. 

Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent ray : 
Thou art my path ; direft my fteps aright 5 
I have no other light, no other way : 

I'll trufl- my God, and him alone purfue ; 
His law fhall be my path ; his heavenly light, my 
clue. 



S. August. Soliloq. Cap. iv. 

O Lord ; Who art the light, the way, the truth, 
the life ; in whom there is no darknefs, error, vanity, 
nor death : the light, without which there is darknefs ; 
the way, without which there is wandering ; the truth, 
without which there is error ; the life, without which 
there is death : fay. Lord, let there be light, and I 
fh^l fee light, and efchew darknefs ; I ihall fee the 
way, and avoid wandering ; I fhall fee the truth, and 
fliun error ; I fhall fee life, and efcape death : illumi- 
nate, O illuminate my blind foul, which fitteth in 
darknefs, and the fhadow of death ; and diredi my feet 
in the way of peace. 



Epic. i. 



Pilgrim, trudge on : what makes thy foul complain. 
Crowns thy complaint ? the way to reft is pain : 
The road to refolution lies by doubt ; 
The next way home 's the rarthefl way about. 



Emblem 3. 




XVIL s. 

Hold up my goings in thy paths, that my /het/feps flip not. 

WHENE'ER the old exchange of profit rings 
Her filver iaints-bell of. uncertain gains ; 
I My merchant-foul can Hretch both 1^ and wings, 
How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 
The charms of profit are fo ftrong, that I, 
Who wanted legs to go, find wings to fly. 
If time-beguiling pleafure but advance 

Her luftful trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
O how my fportful Ibul can frifk and dance. 
And hug that firen in her twined arms ! 
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The fprightly voice of finew-flrength'ning pleafure 
Can lend my bedrid foul both legs and leifure. 

If blazing honour chance to fill my veins 

With flattering warmth, and flam of courtly fire, 
My foul can take a pleafure in her pains : 
My lofty ftrutting fteps difdain to tire ; 
My antic knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of compliment, and fcrew a thoufand cringes. 

But when I come to thee, my God, that art 

The royal mine of everlafting treafure, 
The real honour of my better part. 
And living fountain of eternal pleafure, 

How nervelefs are my limbs ! how faint and flow ! 
I have no wings to fly, nor legs to go. 

So when the ftreams of fwift-foot Rhine convey 

Her upland riches to the Belgic (hore. 
The idle vefl!el Aides the wat'ry way. 
Without the blaft or tug of wind or oar : 
Her flipp'ry keel divides the filver foam 
With eafe ; fo facile is the way from home ! 

But when the home-bound vefliel turns her fails 

Againft the breaft of the refifting ftream, 
O then (he flugs ; nor fail, nor oar prevails ! 
The ftream is fturdy, and her tide *s extreme : 
Each ftroke is lofs, and ev'ry tug is vain : 
A boat-length's purchafe is a league of pain. 

Great all in all, thou art my reft, my home ; 

My way is tedious, and my fteps are flow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hana, or bid me come ; 

I am thy child, O teach thy child to go : 
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Conjoin thy fweet commands to my defire, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 



S. August. Sct, mr, dc Verb. Apoft. 

Be always difpleafed at what thou art^ if thou de- 
fireft to attain to what thou art not : for where thou 
haft pleafed thyfelf, there thou abideft. But if thou 
fayeft, I have enough, thou perifheft: always add, 
always walk, always proceed ; neither ftand ftill, nor 
go back, nor deviate : he that ftandeth ftill proceedeth 
not ; he goeth back that continueth not ; he deviateth, 
that revolteth ; he goeth better that creepeth in his 
way than he that runneth out of his way. 



Epig. 3, 

Fear not, my foul, to lofc for want of cunning ; 
Weep not ; Heav'n is not always got by running : 
Thy thoughts are fwift, although thy legs be flow ; 
True love will creep, not having ftrength to go. 



Emblem 4. 



Myfitjb irembUth for fear of thee; and I am afraid of 
thy judgment i. 

LET others boaft of luck, and go their ways 
With their fair game j know, vengeance feldom 
plays 
To be too forward, but doth wifely frame 
Her backward tables for an after-game : 
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot ; 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee not : 
But when her pointed tables are made fair, 
That flie be r^y for thee, then beware ; 
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Then, if a neceflary blot be fet, 
She hits thee ; wins the game ; perchance the fet : 
If profp'rous chances make thy calling high, 
Be wifely temp'rate 5 caft a ferious eye 
On after dangers, and keep back thy game ; 
Too forward feed-times make thy harveft lame. 
If left-hand fortune give thee left-hand chances. 
Be wifely patient ; let not envious glances 
Repine, to view thy gamefter's heap fo fair ; 
The hindmoft hound oft takes the doubling hare. 
The world's great dice are felfe ; fometimes they go 
Extremely high, fometimes extremely low : 
Of all her gamefters, he that plays the leaft. 
Lives moft at eafe, plays moft fecure and beft : 
The way to win, is to play fair, and fwear 
Thyfelf a fervant to the crown of fear : 
Fear is the primer of a gamefter's fkill : 
Who fears not bad,.ftands moft unarm'd to ilL 
The ill that 's wifely fear'd, is half withftood ; 
And fear of bad is the beft foil to good. 
True fear 's th' Elixir, which in days of old 
Turned leaden crofles into crowns of gold : 
The world 's the tables ; ftakes, eternal life ; 
The gamefters, Heav'n and I ; unequal ftrife ! 
My fortunes are the dice, whereby I frame 
My indifpofed life : this life 's the game ; 
My fins are feveral blots 5 the lookers-on 
Are angels ; and in death the game is done. 
Lord, I 'm a bungler, and my game doth grow 
Still more and more unlhap'd ; my dice run low : 
The ftakes are great ; my carelefs blots are many : 
And yet thou pafleft by and hitt'ft not any : 
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Thou art too ftrong ; and I have none to guide me 

With the leaft jog ; the lookers-on deride me : 

It is a conqueft undeferving thee, 

To win a ftake from fuch a worm as me : 

I have no more to lofe ; if we perfever, 

*Tis loft : and that once loft, I 'm loft for ever. 

Lord, wink at faults, and be not too fevere. 

And I will play my game with greater fear ; 

O give me fear, ere fear has paft her date : 

Whofe blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late. 



S. B£RN. Ser. liv. in Cant, 

There is nothing fo efFedlual to obtain grace, to 
retain grace, and to regain grace, as always to be found 
before God not over wife, but to fear : happy art thou, 
if thy heart be repleniflied with three fears 5 a fear for 
received grace, a greater fear for loft grace, a greateft 
fear to recover grace. 

S. August, fuper Pfal. 

Prefent fear begetteth eternal fecurity: fear GrOD, 
which is above all, and no need to fear man at all. 



Epig. 4. 

Lord, fliall we grumble when thy flames do fcourge us? 
Our lins breathe fire ; that fire returns to purge us. 
Lord, what an alchymift art thou, whofe fkill 
Tranfmutes to perfeft good from perfect: ill ! 



Emblem 5. 




i cxix. 37. 
» away mine eyes from beholding vanity. 

HOW like the threads of flax 
That touch the flame, are my inflam'd delires ! 

How like to yielding wax. 
My foul diflblves before thefe wanton fires ! 

The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt, 

Lilce flax, I burn ; like wax, I melt. 

O how this flefh doth draw 
My fctter'd foul to that deceitful fire ! 

And how the eternal law 
Is baffled by the law of my dcfire ! 
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How truly bad, how feeming good, 
Are all the laws of flefli and blood ! 

O wretched ftate of men, 
The height of whofe ambition is to borrow 

What muft be paid again. 
With griping int'reft of the next day's forrow ! 

How wild his thoughts ! how apt to range ! 

How apt to vary ! apt to change ! 

How intricate and nice 
Is man's perplexed way to man's defire ; 

Sometimes upon the ice 
He flips, and fometimes falls into the fire ; 

His progrefs is extreme and bold, 

Or very hot, or very cold. , 

The common food he doth 
Suftain his foul-tormenting thoughts withal, 

Is honey in his mouth 
To-night, and in his heart, to-morrow, gall ; 

'Tis oftentimes, within an hour. 

Both very fweet and very four. 

If fweet Corinna fmile, 
A Heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart : 

Corinna frown awhile. 
Hell's torments are but copies of his fmart : 

Within a luftful heart doth dwell 

A feeming Heav'n, a very hell. 

Thus worthlefs, vain, and void 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment. 

Which, ere they be enjoy'd, 
Diftradl us, and deftroy us in th' enjoyment ; 
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Thefe be the pleafures that are priz'd, 

When Heav'n's cheap pennyworth ftands deipiPd. 

Lord, quench thefe hafty flafhes, 
Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring (kies. 

And ev'ry minute dafhes 
Againft the wanton windows of mine eyes : 

Lord, clofe the cafement, whilft I ftand 

Behind the curtain of thy hand. 



S, August, Soliloq. Cap. iv. 

O thou fun, that illuminateth both Heaven and 
earth ! woe be unto thofe eyes which do not behold 
thee : woe be unto thofe blind eyes which cannot 
behold thee : woe be unto thofe which turn away 
their eyes that they will not behold thee : woe be unto 
thofe that turn away their eyes that they may behold 
vanity. 

S. Chrys. Sup. Mat. xix. 

What is the evil woman but the enemy of friend- 
fhip, an avoidable pain, a necefTary mifchief, a natural 
temptation, a defirable calamity, a domeftic danger, a 
deledtable inconvenience, and tne nature of evil, painted 
over with the colour of good ? 



Epic. 5, 

*Tis vain, great God, to clofe tjiine eyes from ill. 
When I refolve to keep the old man ftill ; 
My rambling heart muft covenant firft with thee, 
Or none can pafs betwixt mine eye and me. 



Emblem 6. 
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//■ / Aflv* fouHii favour in thy fight ^ and If it pUaje the 
kingt let my life be given me at my petition. 

THOU art the great Ahafuerus, whofe command 
Doth ftrctch from pole to pole j the world 's 
thy land ; 
Rebellious Vafliti 's the corrupted will, 
Which, being call'd, refufes to fulfil 
Thy juft command j Efther, whofe tears condole 
The razed city, is the regen'rate foul ; 
A captive maid, whom thou wilt pleafe to grace 
AVith nuptial honours in flout Valhti's place : 
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Her kInfman,whofe unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Haman's glory, is the flelhly part 5 
The fober eunuch, that recall'd to mind 
The new-built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 
For his own ruin), fifty cubits high. 
Is luftfiil thought-controlling chaftity 5 
Infulting Haman is that flemly luft 
Whofe red-hot fury, for a feafon, mull 
Triumph in pride, and ftudy how to tread 
On Mordecai, till royal Efther plead. 

Great King, thy fent-for Vafliti will not come i 
O let the oil of the bleff'd virgin's womb 
Cleanfe my poor Efther ; look, O look upon her 
With gracious eyes ; and let thy beam of honour 
So fcour her captive ftains, that (he may prove 
An holy objedl of thy heav'nly love : 
Anoint her with the fpikenard of thy graces, 
Then try the fweetnefs of her chafte embraces ; 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed. 
And fet thy royal crown upon her head ; 
If then ambitious Haman chance to fpend 
His fpleen on Mordecai, that fcorns to bend 
The wilful ftifFnefs of his ftubborn knee, 
Or bafely crouch to any lord but thee ; 
If weeping Efther fliould prefer a groan 
Before the high tribunal of thy throne, 
Hold forth the golden fceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 
And let thy royal Efther be pofleft 
Of half thy kingdom, at her dear requeft : 
Curb luftful Haman, him that would difgrace. 
Nay, ravifli thy fair queen before thy face : 
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And as proud Haman was himfelf enfnar'd 
On that felf-gibbet that himfelf prepared ; 
So nail my luft, both punifhment and guilt. 
On that dear crofs that mine own lufts have built. 



S. August, in Ep. 

O holy Spirit, always infpire me with holy works. 
Conftrain me, that I may do : counfel me, that I may 
love thee ; confirm me, that I may hold thee ; conferve 
me, that I may not lofe thee. 

S. August. Sup. Joan. 

The fpirit lufts where the flelh refteth : for as the 
flelh is nourifhed with fweet things, the fpirit is re- 
frelhed with four. 

Ibidem. 

Wouldeft thou that thy flefli obey thy fpirit ? then 
let thy fpirit obey thy God. Thou muft be governed, 
that thou mayeft govern. 



Epig. 6. 

Of mercy and juftlce is thy kingdom built j 
This plagues my fin, and that removes my guilt ; 
Whene'er I fue, Ahafuerus-like, decline 
Thy fceptre j Lord, fay, half my kingdom *s thine. 



Embli 




Came, my beloved, hi us ga forth into the field; let us 
lodge in the villages, 

„, y^OME, come, my dear, and let us both retire, 
^'"'- V_j And whiff the dainties of the fragrant field : 
Where warbling Phil'mel, and the {hriU-mouth'd choir 
Chaunt forth their raptures ; where the turtle builds 
Her lovely neft ; and where the new-born brier 
Breathes forth the fweetnefs that her April yields : 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
Thefe rural delicates ; where thou and I 
May melt in private flames, and fear no ftander^by. 
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SouL My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom 

The earth 's a blaft, and all the world 's a bubble ; 
Our city-manfion is the &ireft home. 

But country Anreets are ting'd with lefler trouble : 
Let 's try uiem both, and choc^ the better ; come ; 
A change in pleafure makes the pleafure double ; 
On tEy commands depends my go or tarry, 
I 'U ftir with Martha, or I 'U ftay with Mary ; 
Our hearts are firmly fit, altho' our pleafiires vary. 

Chr. Our country-manfion (fituate on high) 
With various objeds, ftill renews delight \ 
Her arched roof's of unftain'd ivory : 

Her walls of fiery-fparkling chryiblite ; 
Her pavement is of hardeft porphyry ; 

Her fpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And flaming carbuncles ; no need require 
Titan's feint rays, or Vulcan's feeble fire ; 
And ev'ry gate *s a pearl ; and ev'ry pearl entire. 

SouL Fool that I was ! how were my thoughts 
deceiv'd ! 
How falfely was my fond conceit pofTeft ! 
I took it for an hermitage, but pav'd 

And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thatch'd at 
beft. 
Alas ! I ne'er expelled more nor crav'd 
A turtle J hop'd but for a turtle's neft : 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ftay 
Negle£l th' advantage of the head-ftrong day ; 
How pleafure grates, that feels the curb of dull delay ! 
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Chr. Come, then, my joy ; let our divided paces 

Condu£l us to our faireft territory ; 
O there we *11 twine our fouls in fweet embraces ; 

SouL And in thine arms I 'II tell my paffion's ftory : 
Chr. O there I *11 crown thy*head with all my graces ; 

SouL And all thefe ^ces &^ refle£l; thy glory : 
Chr. O there I '11 feed thee with celeftial manna ; 

I '11 be thy Elkanah. 1SW. And I, thy Hannah. 
Chr. I '11 found my trump of joy. SouL And I '11 
refound Hofannah. 



S. Bern. 

O blefled contemplation ! the death of vices, and 
the life of virtues ! thee the law and the prophets 
admire ; who ever attained perfeftion, if not by thee ? 
O blefled folitude, the magazine of celeftial treafure ! 
by thee, things earthly and tranfitory are changed into 
heavenly and eternal. 

S. Bern, in £p. 

Happy is that houfe, and blefled is that congrega- 
tion, where Martha ftill complaineth of Mary. 



Epic. 7. 

Mechanic foul, thou muft not only do 
With Martha, but with Mary ponder too : 
Happy 's that houfe where thefe fair flfters vary ; 
But moft, when Martha 's reconcil'd to Mary. 
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Draw me ; we wUl run after thee becaufe tf the favour 
of thy good ointments. 

THUS, like a lump of the corrupted mafs, 
I lie fecure, long loft before I was : 

And like a block, beneath whofe burthen ties 

That undifcover'd worm that never dies, 
I have no will to roufe, I have no power to rife, 
Can {linking Lazarus compound or drive 
With death's entangling fetters, and revive ?_ 

Or can the water-buried axe implore 

A hand to faife it, or Etfelf reftore, 
And from her fandy deeps approach the dry-foot fliore ? 



*. . .*. 



jL 
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So hard/s the tafk for (inful flefh and bloQd 
To lend the fmalleft ftep to what is good, 

My God ! I cannot move the leaft degree z^ 

Ah ! if, but only thofe that adlive be, 
None fhould thy glory fee, none (hould thy glory fee. 

But, if the potter, pleafe t' inform the clay.: 
Or fome ftrong hand remove the block away : 

Their lowly fortunes foon are mounted higher ; 

That proves a veffel, which before was mire ; 
And this, being hewn, may ferve for better ufe than 
fire. 

And if that life-reftoring voice command 

Dead Laz'rus forth 5 or that great Prophet's hand 

Should charm the fuUen waters, and begiti 

To beckon, or to dart a ftick but in, 
Dead Laz'rus muft revive, and the axe muft float again. 

Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 

To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call ; 

Thy gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me y 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty fweets, invite me ; 

They neither can diredl^ nor thefe at all delight me. 

See how my fm-bemangled body lies, 
Not having pow*r to will, nor will to rife 1 
Shine home upon thy creature, and infpire 
My lifelefs will with thy regenerate fire ; 
The iirft degree to do, is only to defire. 

Give me the pow'r to will, the will to do 5 
O raife me up, and 1 will ftrive to go; 
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Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twift. 
That have no pow'r but merely to refift ; 
O lend me ftrength to do, and then command thy lift. 

My foul *s a clock, whofe wheels (for want of ufe 
And winding up, being fubje£t to th' abufe 

Of eating ruft,) want vigour to fulfil 

Her twelve hours talk, and (how her Maker's (kill, 
But idly fleeps unmov'd, and ftandeth vainly ftill. 

Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good. 
If thou be pleaTd to cleanfe it with thy blood, 
And wind it up with thy foul-moving keys. 
Her bufy wheels (hall ferve thee all her days j 
Her hand fhall point thy pow'r, her hammer ftrike thy 
praife. 

S, Bern. Ser. xxL in Cant, 

Let us rim, let us run but in the &vour of thy oint- 
ment, not in the confidence of our merits, not in the 
greatnefs of our ftrength : we truft to run, but in the 
multitude of thy mercies, for though we run and are 
willing, it is not in him that willeth, nor in him that 
runneth, but in God that fhoweth mercy. O let thy 
mercy return, and we will run: thou, Uke a giant, 
runneft by thy own power ; we, unlefs thy ointment 
breathe upon us, cannot run. 



Epig. 8. 

Look not, my watch, being once repaired, to ftand 
Expecting motion from thy Maker's hand. 
He's wound thee up, and cleanPd thy clogs with blood : 
If now thy wheels ftand ftill, thou art not good. 



Emblem 9. 




O that thou uiert as my brother^ that fucked the brtajls 
of my mother ! tvhen I Jhould fina thee without^ I 
would iifs thet. 

COME, come, my blefled inlant, and immure thee 
WiUiin the temple of my facred arms ; 
Secure mine arnns, mine arms mall then Tecure thee 
From Herod's fury, or the high prieft's harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life fuftain a lofs. 
My folded arms fliall turn thy dying crofs. 
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But ah ! what favage tyrant can behold 

The beauty of fo fweet a &ce as this is» 
And not himfelf be by himfelf controU'd, 
And change his fury to a thoufand kifles ? 

One fmile of thine is worth more mines of treafure 
Than there were myriads in the days of Carfar. 

O had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth. 

So known thy ftock, he had not thought to paddle 
In thy dear blood j but proftrate on the earth, 
Had vaird his crown before thy royal cradle, 
And laid the fceptre of his glory down, 
And begg*d a heav'nly for an earthly crown. 

lUuftrious babe ! how is thy handmaid graced 
With a rich armful ! how doft thou decline 
Thy majefty, that wert fo late embrac'd 

In thy great Father's arms, and now in mine ! 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refrefh 
Me with thy fpirit, and affume my flefh ! 

But muft the treafon of a traitor's hail 

Abufe the fweetnefs of thefe ruby lips ? 
Shall marble-hearted cruelty aiTail 

Thefe alabafter fides with knotted whips ? 
And muft thefe fmiling rofes entertain 
The blows offcorn, and flirts of bafe difdain? 

Ah ! muft thefe dainty little fprings, that twine 
So feft about my neck, be pierc'd and torn 

With ragged nails ? and muft thefe brows refign 
Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ? 
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Ah ! muft the bleffed infant tafte the pain 

Of death's iiyurious pangs j nay, worfe, be flain ? 

Sweet babe ! at what dear rates do wretched I 

Commit a fin ! Lord, ev'ry fin's a dart ; 
And ev*iy trefpafs lets a jav*Hn fly ; 

And ev*ry jav*lin wounds thy bleeding heart : 
Pardon, iweet babe, what I have done amifs ; 
And feal that granted pardon with a kifs. 



S. BONAVBNT. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

O fweet Jefu, I knew not that thy kifTes were fo 
fweet, nor thy fociety fo deleftable, nor thy attraction 
fo virtuous : for when I love thee, I am clean ; when 
I touch thee, I am chafle ; when I receive thee, I am 
a virgin : O mofl fweet Jefu, thy embraces defile not, 
but cleanfe ; thy attraction poUuteth not, but fanCli- 
fieth : O Jefu, the fountain of univerfal fweetnefs, 
pardon me that I believed fo late, that fo much fweet- 
nefs is in thy embraces. 



Epig. 9. 

My burden's greatefl ; let not Atlas boafl : 
Impartial reader, judge which bears the mofl : 
He bears but Heav'n, my folded arms fuflain 
Heav*n*s Maker, whom Heav'n's Heav'n cannot con- 
tain. 



Emblem lo. 




CANTICLES 1 

By night en my bed I fought him uihom my foul lovtth ; 
I fought him, but J found him not. 

THE learned Cynic having loft the way 
To honeft men, did, in the height of day, 
By taper-light, divide his fteps about 
The peopled ftreets, to find this dainty out ; 
But feil'd : the Cynic fcarch'd not where he ought j 
The thing he fought for was not where he ibught. 
The wife men's tafk fecm'd harder to he done ; 
The wife men did by ftar-light feek the Sun, 
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And found : the wife men fearch'd it where they 

ought I 
The thing they hop*d to find was where they 

fought. 
One foeks his wifhes where he fhould ; but then 
Perchance he feeks not as he fhould ; nor when. 
Another fearches when he fhould ; but there 
He fails ; not feeking as he fhould, nor where. 
Whofe foul defires the good it wants, and would 
Obtain, niufl foek where, as, and when he fhould. 
How often have my wild afFeflions led 
My wafled foul to this my widow'd bed. 
To feek my lover, whom my foul defires I 
(I fpeak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires : 
Thy fires are all but dying fparks to mine ; 
My flames are full of Heav*n, and all divine.) 
How often have I fought this bed by night. 
To find that greater by this lefTer light ! 
How oft have my unwitnefT'd groans lamented 
Thy dearefl abfence ! ah ! how often vented 
The bitter tempefl of defpairing breath. 
And tofTM my foul upon the waves of death ! 
How often has my melting heart made choice 
Of filcnt tears (tears louder than a voice) 
To plead my grief, and woo thy abfent ear ! 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. 
O, is thy wonted love become fo cold ? 
Or do mine eyes not feek thee where they fhould ? 
Why do I leek thee if thou art not here ? 
Or nnd thee not, if thou art everywhere ? 
I fee my error 5 *tis not ftrange I could not 
Find out my love ; I fought him where I fhould not. 
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Thou art not found on downy beds of eafe ; 

Alas ! thy mufic ftrikes on harder Iceys ! 

Nor art thou found by that falfe feeble light 
Of nature's candle j our Egyptian night 
Is more than common darknefs ; nor can we 
£xpe£t a morning but what breaks from thee. 
Well may my empty bed bewail thy lofs, 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy fhameful crofe : 
If thou refiife to fhare a bed with me, 
We*ll never part, PU (hare a crofs with thee. 



Anselm, in Protolog. i. 

Lord, if thou art not prefent, where fhall I feek 
thee abfent ? if everywhere, why do I not fee thee 
prefent? thou dwelleft in light inacceiEble; and 
where is that inacceiEble light ? or how fhall I have 
accefs to light inacceffible? I befeech thee. Lord, 
teach me to feek thee, and fhow thyfelf to the feeker ; 
becaufe I can neither feek thee, unlefs thou teach me ; 
nor find thee, unlefs thou fhow thyfelf to me : let me 
feek thee in defiring thee, and defire thee in feeking 
thee : let me find thee in loving thee, and love thee in 
finding thee. 



Epig. io. 

Where fhould thou feek for refl, but in thy bed ? 
But now thy refl is gone, thy refl is fled :; 
*Tis vain to feek him there : my foul, be wife j 
Go afk thy fins^ they '11 tell thee where he lies^ 



Emble 




/ will r'lfe^ and go about tht city, and uiill fiek bin 
whom my foul Isveth : I fought him, but I found hilt 



OHOW my dilappointed foul 's perpIexM ! 
How renlefs thoughts fwarm in my troubled 
. bread! 
How vainly pleaf 'd with hopes, then croflly vext 

With fears ! and how betwixt them both diflreft ! 
What place is left unranfack'd i Oh ! where next 
Shall I. go feek the author of my reft ? 
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Of what bleflf'd angel fhall my lips Inquire 
The undifcoverM way to that entire 
And everlafting folace of my heart's defire ? 

Look how the ftricken )$art, 'fliat wounded flies 

O'er hills and dales, and fedcs the lower grounds 
For running ftreams, the whilft his weeping eyes 

Beg filent mercy from the foUSving hounds ; 
At length, einboft^ he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the burtlicn of his blei^dins wounds : 
E'en fo my gafping foul, diflblv'd in tears, 
Doth fearch for thee, my God, whofe deafened ears 
Leave me the unranfom'd prif 'ner to my panic fears. 

Where have my bufy eyes not pry'd ? O where, 

Of whom hath not my threadbare tongue demanded ? 
I fearch*d this glorious city 5 he *s not here : 

I fought the country ; me ftands empty-handed : 
I fearch'd the court ; he is a ftranger there : 

I afk'd the land ; he 's (hip'd : the fea, he 's landed : 
I climb'd the air, my thoughts began t'afpire ; 
But ah ! the wings of my too bold defire. 
Soaring too near the fun, were fing*d with facred fire. 

I mov'd the merchant's ear, alas ! but he 

Knew neither what I (aid, nor what to fay : 
I afk'd the lawyer, he demands a fee. 

And then demurs me with a vain delay : 
I afk'd the fchoolman, his advice was free, 
But fcor'd me out too intricate a way : 

I afk'd the watchman (befl of all the four), 
Whofe gentle anfwer could refolve no more, 
But that he lately left him at the temple door. 
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Thus having fought, and made my great inqueft 

In ev*iy place, ^nd fearch'd in evTy ear : 
I threw me on my bed ; but ah ! my reft 

Was poifon'd with th' extremes of grief and fear ; 
Where looking down into my troubled breaft, 
The magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Let others hunt, and fhow their fportful art -, 
I wifh to catch the hare before fhe ftart. 
As poachers ufe to do ; Heav'n's form 's a troubled 
heart. 



S. y^MBROS. Lib. Hi. de Virg. 

Chrift is not in the market, nor in the ftreets : for 
Chrift is peace, in the market are ftrifes : Chrift is 
juftice, in the market is iniquity : Chrift is a labourer, 
in the market is idlenefs: Cnrift is charity, in the 
market is flander : Chrift is faith, in the market is 
fraud. Let us not therefore feek Chrift, where we 
cannot find Chrift. 

S. HiERGN. Ser. ix. Ep. xxii. ad Euftoch. 

Jefus is jealous : he will not have thy face feen : 
Let foolifh virgins ramble abroad, feek thou thy love 
at home. 



Epic. ii. 

What, loft thy love ? will neither bed nor board 
Receive him ? not by tears to be implor'd ? 
It is the fhip that moves, and not the coaft $ 
I fear^ I fear, my foul, 'tis thou art loft. 




Have you lien him whom myfiulloveth? When I had 
paji a little from them, then I found him ; I took hold 
on him, and left him not. 

WHAT fecret corner ? what unwonted way 
Has'fcap'd the ranfackof my rambling thought? 
The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day, 

Have never fearch'd thofe places I have fought. 
Whilft they lamented, abfence taught my breaft 
7"he ready road to grief, without requeft ; 
My day had neither comfort, nor my night had reft. 
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How hath my unregarded language vented 

The fad tautologies of lavim paffion ! 
How often have I languifh'd unlamented ! 

How oft have I complained, without compaiEon ! 
I afk'd the city-watch, but fome deny'd me 
The common ftreet, whilft others would mifguide 
me ; 
Some would debar me ; fome divert me; fome deride me. 

Mark how the widow'd turtle, having loft 
The faithful partner of her royal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coaft to coaft, 
Hunts ev'ry path 5 thinks ev'ry fliade doth part 
Her abfent love and her ; at length, unfped, 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed. 
And there bewails her everlafting widow-head. 

So when my foul had progrefT'd ev'ry place. 

That love and dear aff'eSion could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, refolv'd t' embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceaPd to live : 
But there injurious Hymen did prefent 
His landfcape joys ; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full ftreams of briny tears, tears never to be fpent. 

Whilft thus my forrow-wafting foul was feeding 

Upon the radical humour of her thought. 
E'en whilft mine eyes were blind, and heart was 
bleedings 
He that was fought unfound, was found unfought : 
As if the fun mould dart his orb of light 
Into the iecrets of the black-brow'd night : 
E'en fo appear'd my love, my foul's delight. 

N 
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O how mine eyes, now ravifliM at the fight 

Of my bright fun, fhot flames of equal fire ! 
Ah! how my foul diflTolvM with o'er-delight. 
To re-enjoy the crown of chafte defire ! 
How fov'reign joy depoPd and difpoflfeft 
Rebellious grief ! and how my ravifhM breaft ! 
But who can exprefs thofe heights, that cannot be 
cxpreft ! 

O how thefe arms, thefe greedy arms did twine 

And ftrongly twift about his yielding waift ! 
The fappy branches of the Theipian vine 
Ne'er cling their lefs belov'd elm fo faft ; 

Boaft not thy flames, blind boy, thy feathered fhot; 
Let Hymen's eafy fnarls be quite forgot; 
Time cannot quench our fires, nor death diflblve our 
knot. 



Orig, Horn. X. in Divers. 

O moft holy Lord, and fweeteft Matter, how good 
art thou to thofe that are of upright heart, and humble 
fpirit ! O how bleffed are they that feek thee with a 
fimple heart ! how happy that truft in thee ! it is a 
moft certain truth, that thou loveft all that love thee, 
and never forfakeft thofe that truft in thee: fbr, 
behold, thy love fimply fought thee, and undoubtedly 
found thee ; (he trufted in thee, and is not forfaken 
of thee, but hath obtained more by thee, than fhe 
expefted from thee. 
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Be DA In Cap. iii. Cant. 

The longer I was in finding whom I fought, the 
more earneftly I beheld him being found. 



Epic. 12. 



What ? found him out ? let ftrong embraces bind him 5 
He '11 fly, perchance, where tears can never find him : 
New fins will lofe what old repentance gains. 
Wifdom not only gets, but got, retains^ 



N 1 



Emblem 13. 




PSALM 

// is good /or me to draw near to God; I have put my 
tru/i in the Lord God. 

T T /"HERE is that good, which wife men pleafe to 

The chicfcft ? doth there any fuch befel 
Within man's reach i or is there fuch a good at all ? 

If fuch there be, it neither muft expire, 
Nor change ; than which there can be nothing 
high'r : 
Such good muft be the utter point of man's defire. 
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It is the mark, to which all hearts muft tend ; 
Can be defired for no other end. 
Than for itfelf, on which all other goods depend. 

What may this exc'lence be ? doth it fubfift 
A real efience clouded in the mift 
Of curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that lift ? 

Or is *t a tart idea, to procure 
An edge, and keep the pra£ltc foul in ure. 
Like that dear chymic duft, or puzzling quadrature ? 

Where fhall I feek this good ? where fhall I find 

This cath'lic pleafure, whofe extremes may blind 

My thoughts ? and fill the gulf of my infatiate mind ? 

Lies it in treafure ? in full heaps untold i 
Doth gouty Mammon*s griping hand infold 
This fecret faint in facred ffirines of fov'reign gold ? 

No, no, fhe lies not there 5 wealth often fours 
In keeping ; makes us hers, in feeming ours ^ 
She Aides from Heav'n indeed, but not in I)an2c*s 
fhow'rs. 

Lives flie in honour ? No, The royal crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kin^s raife thee with a fmile, and raze thee with a 
frown. 

In pleafure ? No. Pleafure begins in rage 5 
A£ls the fool's part on earth's uncertain ftage j 
Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age* 

Thefe, thefe are baftard eoods ; the beft of thefe 
Torment the foul with pleafing it ; and pleafe, 
Like waters gulp'd in fevers, with deceitfiil eafe. 
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Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but fweet diftreffes : 
Mole-hills perform the mountains fhe profeiTes, 
Alas ! can earth confer more good than earth pofTefles? 

Mount, mount, my foul, and let my thoughts cafhier 
Earth's vain delights, and make thy full career 
At Heav'n's eternal joys ; ftop, ftop, thy courier there. 

There fhall thy foul poflefs uncareful treafure : 

There (halt thou fwim in never-fading pleafure, 

And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Caefar. 

Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefeft good, no need to call 
For earth's inferior trafli ; thou, thou art all jn all. 

S, August. Soliloq. Cap. xiii. 
I follow this thing, I purfue that, but I am filled 
with nothing. But when I found thee, who art that 
inHnutable, undivided,^ and only good in thyfelf, what 
I obtained, I wanted not ; for what I obtamed not, I 
grieved not; with what I was poiTefTed, my whole 
defire was fatiffied. 

S. Bern. Ser. ix. Sup. Bead qui habent, &c. 
Let others pretend merit ; let him brag of the bur- 
then of the day ; let him boaft of his Sabbath-fafts, 
and let him glory in that he is not as other men : but 
for me, it is good to cleave unto the Lord, and to put 

my truft in my Lord God. 

■ . » ' * 
Epic. 13. 
Let Boreas' Wafts, and Neptune's waves be join'd, 
Thy ^olus commands the waves, the wind s 
Fear not the rocks, or world's imperious waves 5 
Thou climb'ft a Rock, my foul, a Rock that faves. 



Emblem 14. 




I fat down under hti Jhadow with great delight^ and hh 
fruit wasfwtet to my tafte. 

LOOK how the flieep, whofe rambling fteps do 
ftray 
From the fafe bleffing of her fhepherd's eyes, 
Eft-foon becomes the unprotefled prey 

To the wing'd fquadron of beleag'ring flies ; 

Where, fwelter'd with the fcorching beams of day, 

She frilks from bufli to brake, and wildly flies away 

From her own felf, e'en of herfelf afraid ; 

She Atrouds her troubled brow in ev'ry glade, 

And craves the mercy of the foft removing fhade. 
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E'en fo my wand'ring foul, that hath digrelTd 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey 
Of all my fins ; thefe vultures in my breaft 

Gripe my Promethean heart ; both night and day 
I hunt from place to place, but find no reft ; 
I know not where to go, nor where to ftay : 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My fwelt'ring foul : my foul hath oft afliay'd. 
Yet flie can find no fhroud, yet can (he feel no ihade ? 



I fought the (hades of mirth, to wear away 

My flow-pacM hours of foul-confumirig grief; 
I fearch'd the (hades of fleep, to eafe my day 

Of griping fbrrows with a night's reprieve. 
I fought the (hades of death ; thought there t' allay 

My final torments with a full relief: 

But mirth, nor fleep, hdr death, can hide my 
hours 

In the falfe (hades of their deceitful bowers ; 
The firft diftrafts, the next difturbs, the laft devours. 



Where (halLI turn ? to whom (hall I apply me ? 

Are there no ftreams where a faint foul may wade ? 
Thy Godhead, Jefus, are the flames that fry me; 

Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'er a (hade. 
Where I may fit and vengeance never eve me j 
Where 1 might fit refre(h'd or unafraid ? 
Is" there no comfort ? is there no refeftion ; 
Is there no cover that will give proteftion 
T* a feinting foul, the fubjeft of thy wrath's refleftion? 
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Look up, my foul, advance the lowly ftature 

Of thy fad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye : 
See, here *s a fhadow found : the human nature 

Is made th* umbrella to the Deity, 
To catch the fun-beams of thy juft Creator : 
Beneath this covert thou may'ft fafely lie : 
Permit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree. 
As quick Zacchxus did, and thou fhalt fee 
A cloud of dying flefli betwixt thofe beams and thee. 



GuiL. in Cap. ii. Cant. 

Who can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of juf- 
tice ? who ftiall not be confumea by his beams ? there- 
fore the Sun of juftice took flefli, that, through the 
conjunction of that Sun and this human body, a ihadow 
may be made, 

S. August. Med. Cap. xxxiv. 

Lord, let my foul flee from the fcorching thoughts 
of the world, under the covert of thy wings, that, 
being refreflied by the moderation of tny fliadow, flie 
may fing merrily. In peace will I lay me down and 
reft. 



Epic. 14. 

Ah ! treacherous foul, would not thy pleafures give 
That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live ? 
See what thy fins have done : thy fins have made 
The Sun of Glory now become thy fliade. 



Emblem 15. 



PSALM CXXXVII. 4. 

Hnvjhall we ftng the Lord's fsng in ajirangi land? 

URGE me no more : this airy mirth belongs 
To better times : thefe times are not for fongs. 
The fprightly twang of the melodious lute 
Agrees not with my voice : and both unliiit 
yCy untun'd fortunes : the affected meafure 
Of ftrains that are conllrain'd, afibrd no pleafure. 
Mufic 's the child of mirth ? where griefe aflail 
The troubled foul, both voice and fingers fail : 
Let fuch as revel out their laviCi days 
In honourable riot ; that can raife 
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Dejedled hearts, and conjure up a fp'rit 

Of madnefs by the magic of delight } 

Let thofe of Cupid's hofpital, that lie 

Impatient patients to a fmiling eye, 

That cannot reft, until vain hope beguile 

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton fmile : 

Let fuch redeem their peace, and falve the wrongs 

Of froward fortune with their frolic fongs : 

My grief, my grief 's too great for fmiling eyes 

To cure, or counter-charms to exorcife. 

The raven's difmal croaks, the midnight howls 

Of empty wolves, mix'd with the fcreech of owls, 

The nine fad knells of a dull pafling bell. 

With the loud language of a nightly knell, 

And horrid outcries of revenged crimes. 

Joined in a medley's mufic for thefe times 5 

Thefe are no times to touch the merry ftring 

Of Orpheus j no, thefe are no times to fing. 

Can hide-bound priPners, that have fpent their fouls, 

And famifh'd bodies in the noifome holes 

Of hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher throats. 

Grown hoarfe with begging alms, to warble notes ? 

Can the fad pilgrim, that hath loft his way 

In the vaft defert ; there condemned a prey 

To the wild fubjedl, or his favage king, 

Roufe up his palfy-fmitten fp'rits and ling ? 

Can I, a pilgrim, and a priPner too, 

Alas ! where I am neither known, nor know 

Aught but my torments, an unranfom'd ftranger 

In this ftrange climate, in a land of danger ? 

O, can my voice be pleafant, or my hand. 

Thus maae a priPner to a foreign land ? 
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How can my mufic relifli in your ears. 

That cannot fpeak for fobs, nor fing for tears ? 

Ah ! if my voice could, Orpheus-like, unfpell 

My poor Eurydice, my foul, from hell 

Of earth's mifconftrued Heav'n^ O then my breaft 

Should warble airs, whofe rhapfodies (hould feaft 

The ears of feraphims, and entertain 

Heav'n's higheft Deity with their lofty ftrain : 

A ftrain well drench'a in the true Thefpian well, 

Till then, earth's femiquaver, mirth, farewell. 



S. August. Med. Cap. xxxiii. 

O infinitely happy are thofe heavenly virtues, which 
are able to praife thee in holinefs and purity with ex- 
ceflive fweetnefs, and unutterable exaltation ! from 
thence they praife thee, from whence they rejoice, 
becaufe they continually fee for what they rejoice, for 
what they praife thee : but we, preffed down with this 
burden of flefh, far removed from thy countenance in 
this pilgrimage, and blown up with worldly vanities, 
cannot worthily praife thee : we praife thee by faith, 
not face to face ; but thofe angelical fpirits praife thee 
hce to face, and not by faith. 



Epic. 15. 

Did I refufe to fing ? Said I, thefe times 
Were not for fongs : nor mufic for thefe climes i 
It was my error : are not groans and tears 
Harmonious raptures in th* Almighty's ears ? 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 



Emblem i. 




/ charge you, O daughter t of Jerufalem, if yeu find my 
helaved, that you tell him that 1 amfick of love. 

yE holy virgins, that fo oft furround 
The city's fapphire walls i whofe fnowy feet 
Meafure the pearly paths of facred ground. 

And trace the new Jerufalem's jafper ftreet j 

Ah ! you whofe care-fbrfaken hearts are crown'd 

With your beft wiflies ; that enjoy the fweet 
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Of all your hopes ; if e*er you chance to fpy 
My abfent love, O tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the flames that furnac'd from his 
eye. 

I charge you, virgins, as you hope to hear 

The heav'nly mufic of your Lover's voice ; 
I charge you, by the folemn faith you bear 

To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice 
Of your afFeftions, or if aught more dear 

You hold J by Hymen, by your marriage joys ; 
I charge you tell him, that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye, hath pierc'd my bleeding heart, 
And I am Tick of love, and languifh in my fmart. 

Tell him, O tell him, how my panting breaft 

Is fcorch'd with flames, and how my foul is pin'd ; 
Tell him, O tell him, how I lie opprefl: 

With the full torments of a troubled mind ; 
O tell him, tell him that he loves in jeft. 
But I in earneft ; tell him he 's unkind : 
But if a difcontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accoft his ears 
With foft and fewer words, and a6l the reft in tears. 

O tell him, that his cruelties deprive 

My foul of peace, tvhile peace in vain fhe feeks ; - 
Tell him, thofe damaflc rofes that did ftrive 

With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks ; 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim I live. 

But tears, and fighs, and fobs, and fudden fhrieks ; 
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Thus if your piercing words fhould chance to bore 
His heark'ning ear, and move a (igh, give o'er 
To fpeak ; and tell him, 'tell him that I could no 
more. 

If your elegious breath fhould hap to roufe 
A happy tear, clofe harb'ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the facred vows, 

Which neither I can break, nor he deny ; 
Bewail the torment of his loyal fpoufe, 

That for his fake would make a fport to die : 
O blefTed virgins, how my paffion tires 
Beneath the burden of her fond defires ! 
Heav*n never (hot fuch flames, earth never felt fuch 
fires ! 



S. August. Med, Cap. xl. 

What (hall I fay ? what (hall I do ? whither fliall I 
go ? where fhall I feek him i or when fhall I find him ? 
whom fliall I a(k ? who will tell my beloved that I am 
fick of love ? 

GuLiEL. in Cap. v. Cant. 
I live, but not I : it is my beloved that liveth in 
me : I love myfelf, not with my own love, but with 
the love of my beloved that loveth me : I love not 
myfelf in myfelf, but myfelf in him, and him in me. 



Epic. i. 
Grieve not, my foul, nor let thy love wax feint : 
Weep'ft thou to lofe the caufe of thy complaint ? 
He '11 come ; love ne'er was bound to times nor laws ? 
Till then thy tears complain without a caufe. 



Emblem 2. 




CANTICLES II. 5. 

Stay me with Jiowtrs, and comfort me with apples, for I 

amjick if love. 

O TYRANT love ! how doth thy fov'rcign pow'r 
Subject poor fouls to the imperious thrall ! 
They fay, thy cup 's compof d of fweet and four ; 

Tney fay, thy diet 's honey mix'd with gall ; 
How comes it then to pafs, tJiefe lips of ours 
Still trade in bitter ; tafte no fweet at all ? 
O tyrant love ! fhall our perpetual toil 
Ne'er find a fabbath to refreih awhile 



oping 1 01 
fmile? 
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Ye bleffed maids of honour, that frequent 

The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove, 
With flowers reftore my fpirits faint and Ipent ; 
O fetch me apples from love's fruitful grove, 
To cool my palate and renew my fcent. 
For I am fick, for I am (ick of love : 

Thefe will revive my dry, my wafted powers. 
And they will fweeten my unfav'ry hours ; 
Refrefh me then with fruit, and comfort me with 
flow'rs, 

O bring me apples to afluage that fire. 

Which, -Stna-like, inflames my flaming breaft ; 
Nor is it every apple I defire. 

Nor that which pleafes ev'ry palate beft : 
*Tis not the lafting deuzan I require : 

Nor yet the red-cheek'd queening I requeft : 

Nor that which firft beflirew'd the name of wife. 
Nor that whofe beauty caufd the golden ftrife ; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 

Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye 
With the lair wealth of Flora's magazine j 
The purple violet, and the pale-fec'd lily : 

The panfy and the organ columbine ; 
The flow'ring thyme, the gilt bowl daffodilly j 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine : 

The blufliing rofe, the queen of flow'rs, and beft 
Of Flora's beauty ; but above the reft. 
Let JefTe's fov'reign flow'r perfume my qualming 
breaft. 
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Hafte, virgins, hafte, for I lie weak, and faint 

Beneath the pangs of love ; why ftand ye mute, 
As if your filence neither cared to grant, 

Nor yet your language to deny my fuit ? 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
Until I fmcU this flow'r, or tafte that fruit. 

Go, virgins, feek this tree, and fearch that bower; 
O, how my foul fliall blefs that happy hour, 
That brings to me fuch fruit, that brings me Tuch a 
flower ! 



GiSTEN* in Cap. ii. Cant. Expos. 3. 

O happy ficknefs, where the infirmity is not to 
death, but to life, that God may be glorified by it ! 
O happy fever, that proceedeth not from a confuming, 
but a calcining fire ! O happy diftemper, wherein the 
foul reliflieth no earthly things, but only favoureth 
divine nourifliment ! 

S. Bern, in Serm. li. Cant, 

By flowers, underftand faith ; by fruit, good works. 
As the flower or bloflbm is before the fruit, fo is feith 
before good works : fo neither is the fruit without the 
flower, nor good works without faith. 



Epig. 2. 
Why apples, O my foul ? can they remove 
The pains of grief, or eafe the flames of love ? 
It was that fruit which gave the firfl: oflFence ; 
That fent him hither ; that remov'd him hence. 



Emblem 3. 



My beloved 




feedeth ammg 



E'EN like two little bank-dividing brooks, 
That wafli the pebbles with their wanton ftreams, 
And having rang;'d and fearch'd a thoufand nooks, 
Meet both at length in filver-breafted Thames, 
Where in a greater current they conjoin : 
So I my bcft beloved's am ; lb he is mine. 

o 2 
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E*en fo we met ; and after long purfuit, 
E*en fo we join'd, we both became entire ; 

No need for either to renew a fuit, 

For I was flax, and he was flames of fire. 
Our firm united fouls did more than twine ; 

So I my befl: beloved's am j fo he is mine. 

If all thofe glitt'ring monarchs, that command 
The fervile quarters of this earthly ball. 

Should tender, in exchange, their fhares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
Their wealth is but a counter to my coin ; 

The world's but theirs j but my beloved *s mine. 

Nay, more ; if the fair Thefpian ladies all 
ohould heap together their diviner treafure. 

That treafure fliould be deem'd a price too fmall 
To buy a minute's leafe of half my pleafure j 
'Tis not the facred wealth of all the nine 

Can buy my heart from him, or his fi^om being mine. 

Nor time, nor place, nor chance, nor death can bow 
My leaft defires unto the leaft remove ; 

He *s firmly mine by oath ; I his by vow ; 
He *s mine by faith ; and I am his by love ; 
He's mine by water ; I am his by wine 5 

Thus I my beft beloved's am j thus he is mine. 

He is my altar ; I his holy place ; 

I am nis guefl:, and he my living food 5 
I'm his by penitence ; he mine by grace ; 

I'm his by purchafe ; he is mine by blood ; 
He 's my fupporting helm ; and I his vine : 
Thus I my beft beloved's am j thus he is mine. 
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I !■ I - - r - i_ __s__s :_i,ui^«^'-'~'^~-''"^ — 

He gives me wealth, I give him all my vows : 
I give him fongs ; . he gives me lejigth of days : 

With wreaths of grace he crowns my conquering brows : 
And I his temples with a crown of praife, 
Which he accepts ; an everlafting fign, 

That I my beft beloved's am ; that he is mine* 



S. August. Manu. Cap. yaciv^ 

O my foul, ftamped with the image of thy God, 
love him of whom thou art fo much beloved : bend 
to him that boweth to thee, feek him that feeketh 
thee : love the lover, by whofe love thou art pre- 
vented, begin the caufe of thy love ! be careful with 
thofe that are careful, want with thofe that want ; be 
clean with the clean, and holy with the holy : choofe 
this friend above all friends, who when all are taken 
away, remaineth only faithful to thee : in the day of 
thy burial, when all leave thee, he will not deceive 
thee, but defend thee from the roaring lions prepared 
for their prey. 



. . Ep'igo. >/ '■ > .J . 

Sing, Hymen, to my foul : what, loft and found ? 
Welcom'd, e^uTo, enjovM fo foon and crown'dT 
He did but climb the crofs^ and then came down - 
To the gates of hell ; triumphM, and fetched a clK)wn. 



Emblem 




/ am my belovecTi^ and hit defire is towards mt. 

LIKE to the aj£tic needle, that doth guide 
The wand'ring {hade by his magnetic pow'r. 
And leaves his fillcen gnomon to decide 

The queftion of the coatroverted hour, 
Firft fcandcs up and down from lide to fide. 
And reftlcfs beats his cryftal'd iv'ry cafe, 
With vain impatience jets from place Co place. 
And feelts the bofom of his irozen bride ; 

At length he flacks his motion, and doth reft 
His trembling point at his bright pole's beloved breaft. 
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E'en fo my foul, being hurried here and there, 
By ev'ry objeft that prefents delight, 

Fain would be fettled, but fhe knows not where ; 
She likes at morning what (he loaths at night : 

She bows to honour ; then fhe lends an ear 

To that fweet fwan-like voice of dying pleafure, 
Then tumbles in the fcatter'd heaps of treafure j 

Now flatter'd with falfe hope ; now foil'd with fear : 
Thus finding all the world's delight to be 

But empty toys, good God, fhe points alone to thee, ' 

But hath the virtued fleel a power to move ? 
Or can the untouched needle point aright ? 

Or can my wandering thoughts forbear to rove, 
Unguided by the virtue of thy fp'rit ? 

O hath my leaden foul the art t' improve 
Her wafled talent, and, unraiPd, afpire 
In this fad moulting time of her defire ? 

Not firfl belovM, have I the power to love ; 

I cannot flir, but as thou pleafe to move me, 

Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me. 

The flill commandrefs of the filent night 

Borrows her beams from her bright brother's eye ; 
His fair afpedl fills her fharp horns with light. 

If he withdraw, her flames are quench'd and die : 
E'en fo the beams of thy enlightening fp'rit, 
Infufd and fhot into my dark defire. 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my foul with fire, 
That I am ravifh'd with a new delight ; 

But if thou fhroud thy face, my glory fades, 
And I remain a nothing, all compofd of fhades. 
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Eternal Gop ! O thou that only art 

The facred fountain of eternal light. 
And blefTed loadftone of my better part, 

O thou, my heart's defire, my foul's delight ! 
Reflect upon my foul, and touch my heart, 
, And then my heart fhall prize no good above 
thee ; 
And then my foul fhall know thee ; knowing, 
' love thee ; 
And then iny trembling thoughts ihall never ftart 

From tny commands, or (werve the leaft degree. 
Or once preAime to move, but as they move in thee. 



S. August. Med. Cap. x. 

If man can love man with fo entire affection, that 
the one can fcarce brook the other's abfence; if a 
bride can be joined to her bridegroom with fo great 
an ardency of mind, that for the extremity of love 
fhe can enjoy no reft, nor fufFer his abfence without 
great anxiety, with what affeftion, with what fervency 
ought the foul, whom thou haft efpoufed by faith and 
companion, to love thee, her true God, and glorious 
bridegroom ? 



Epig. 4., 

My foul, thy love is dear : 'twas thought a good 
And eafy penn'worth of thy Saviour's blood : 
But bp not proud ; all matters rightly fcann'd, 
'Twas over-bought : 'twas fold at fecond-hand. 



Emblem 




My fml melted whilft my beloved ffake. 



JORD, has the feeble voice of flefh and Mood 
J The pow'r to work thine ears into a flood 
f melted mercy ? or the ftrength t' unlock 
The gates of Heav'ii, and to diitolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a mornine fhow'r ? 
Or hath the breath of whining duft the fiow'r 
To flop or fnatch a ialling thunderbolt 
From thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt 
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From refolute confufion, and, inftead 

Of vials, pour full bleffings on our head ? 

Or fhall the want of famifh'd ravens cry, 

And move thy mercy to a quick fupply ? 

Or fhall the ftlent fuits of drooping flow'rs 

Woo thee for drops, and be refrefh'd with fhow'rs ? 

Alas ! what marvel, then, great God, what wonder. 

If thy hell-roufing voice, that fplits in funder 

The brazen portals of eternal death ; 

What wonder if that life-reftoring breath, 

Which dragg'd me from th' infernal (hades of night. 

Should melt my ravifh'd foul with o'er-deHght ? 

O can mv frozen gutters choofe but run, 

That feel the warmth of fuch a glorious fun ? 

Methinks his language, like a flaming arrow, 

Doth pierce my bones, and melts their wounded mar- 

Thy flames, O Cupid, (though the joyful heart [row. 

Feels neither tang of grief, nor fear$ tKe finart 

Of jealous doubts, but drunk with fiiU defires) 

Are torments, weigh'd with theie qdeftial fires ; 

Pleafures that ravilh in fo high a meafure, 

That O, I languilh in excefs of pleafure : 

What ravHh'd heart that feels thefe melting joys. 

Would not defpife and loathe the treach'rous toys 

Of dunghill earth ? what foul would not be proud 

Of wry-mouth'd fcorns, the worft that flefli and blood 

Had rancour to devife ? who would not bear 

The world's derifion with a thankful ear ? 

What palate would reflife full bowls of fpite 

To gain a minute's tafle of fuch delight ? 

Great fpring of light, in whom there is no fhade 

But what my interpofed fins have made; 
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Whofe marrow-melting fires admit no fcreen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate ear ; 
Difperfe this plague-diftilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy foul mto a glorious day : 
Tranfplant this fcreen, remove this bar away ; 
Then, then my fluent foul (hall feel the fires 
Of thy Iweet voice, and my diflblv'd defires 
Shall turn a fov'reign balfam, to make whole 
Thofe wounds my fins inflicted on thy foul. 

S. August* Soliloq. Cap. xxxlv. 
What fire is this that fo warmeth my heart ? what 
light is this that fo enlighteneth my foul ! O fire ! 
that always burneth, and never goeth out, kindle me : 
O light, which ever (hineth, and art never darkened, 
illuminate me : O that I had my heat from thee, 
moft holy fire ! how fweetly doft thou burn ! how 
fecretly doft thou fliine ! how defiredly doft thou 
inflame me ! 

S. BoNAVENT. Stim. Amoris. Cap. viii. 
It maketh God man, and man Gop ; things tem- 
poral, eternal ; mortal, immortal ^ it maketh an enemy, 
a firiend ; a fervant, a fon ; vile things, glorious ; cold 
hearts, fiety ; and hard things, liquid. 



Epic. 5. 
My foul, thy gold is true, but full of drofs j 
Tny Saviour's breath refines thee with fome lofs ; 
His gentle fiirnace makes thee pure as true ; 
Thou muft be melted ere th* art caft anew. 



Emble 



PSALM LXXlll. 15, 

Whem have I in heaven hut thee ? and there U none 
vfan earth that 1 defire hefide thee. ." 

I LOVE (and have Ibme caufe to love) the earth ; 
She is my Maker's creature, therefore good : 
She is my mother, for flie gave me birth ; ■ 
She is my tender nurfe ; flie gives me food ; 

But what 's a creature, Lord, compar'd with thee ? 
Or what 's my mother, or my nurfe, to me^ 
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I love the air ; her daintjr fweets. refrefh 
My drooping foul, and. to new fweets invite me ; 
Her fhrill-mouth'd choir fuftain me with their fiefli, 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me : 
But what 's the air, or all the fweets, that (he 
Can blefs my foul withal, compar'd to thee ? 

I love the fea ; (he is my fellow-creature. 
My careful purveyor j me provides me ftore : 
She walls me round ; (he makes my diet greater ; 
She wafts my^ treafure from a foreign fhore i 

But, Lord of oceans, when compar'd with thee. 
What is the ocean, or her wealth, to me ? 

To Heav'n's high city I dire<Sl my Journey, 
Whofe fpangled fuburbs entertain mine eye ; 
Mine eye, by contemplation's great attorney, 
Tranfcends the cryftal pavement of the fky : 

But what is Heav'n, great God, compar'd to thee ? 

Without thy prefence, Heav'n 's no Heav'n to me. 

Without thy prefence, earth gives no refeftion ; 
Without thy prefence, fea affords no treafure j 
Without thy prefence, air 's a rank infeftion j 
Without thy prefence, Heav'n itfelf 's no pleafure j 
If not poffeff'd, if not enjoy'd in thee, 
What 's earth, or fea, ar air, or Heav'n, to me i 

The higheft honours that the world can boaft 

Are fubjeils fer too low for my defire ; 

The brighteft beams of glory are (at moft) 

But dying fparkles of thy living fire ; 

The proudeft flames that earth can kindle be 
But nightly glow-worms, if compar'd to thee. 
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Without thy prefence, wealth are b2^ of cares ; 

Wifdom, but folly ; joy, difquiet fadnefs : 

Friendfhip is treafon, and delights are fhares ; 

Pleafure 's but pain, and mirth but pleating madnefs ; 
Without thee. Lord, things be not what they be. 
Nor have their being when compar'd with thee. 

In having all things, and not thee, what have I ? 

Not having thee, what have my labours got ? 

Let me enjoy but thee, what ferther crave I ? 

And having thee alone, what have I not ? 
I wilh nor fea, nor land ; nor would I be 
PoffeffM of Heav'n, Heav'n unpoflelTd of thee. 

BoNAVENT. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

Alas ! my God, now I underftand (but blufh to 
confefs) that the beauty of thy creatures hath deceived 
mine eyes, and I have not obferved that thou art more 
amiable than all the creatures ; to which thou haft 
communicated but one drop of thy ineflimable beauty: 
for who hath adorned the heavens with ftars? who 
hath ftored the air with fowl, the waters with fifli, the 
earth with plants and flowers ? but what are all thefe 
but a fmall fpark of divine beauty, 

S. Chrys. Horn. v. iii Ep. ad Rom. 
In having nothing, I have all things, becaufe I have 
Chrift. Having therefore all things in him, I feek 
no other reward ; for he is the univerfal reward. 

Epig. 6. 
Who would not throw his better thoughts about him ? 
And fcorn this drofs within him ; that without him ? 
Caft up, my foul, thy clearer eye ; behold. 
If thou be fully melted, there 's the mould. 



Emblem 7. 




FSALM CXX. 5. 

ffae is me, that I fajoum in Mefich, that I dwell in the 
tenti of Kedar ! 

IS nature's courfe dlfToIv'd ? doth time's glafs fland ? 
Or hath fome frolic heart fet back the hand 
Of fete's perpetual clock ? will 't never ftrike ? 
Is crazy time grown lazy, feint or fick, 
With very age ? or hath that great pair-royal 
Of adamantine lifters late made trial 
Of Ibme nevk' trade ? fhall mortal hearts grow old 
In forrow ? (hall my weary arms infold. 
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And under-prop my panting fides for ever ? 

Is there no charitaple hand will fisver 

My well-fpun thread, that my imprilbned foul 

May be deliver'd from this dull dark hole 

Of dungeon flefh f O fhall I, (hall I never 

Be ranfom'd, but remain a flave for ever ? 

It is the lot of man but once to die, 

But ere that death, how many deaths have I ? 

What human madnefs makes the world afraid 

To entertain Heaven's joys, becaufe convey'd 

By the hand of death ? will nakednefs refiife 

Rich change of robes, becaufe the man's not fpruce 

That brought them ? or will poverty fend back 

Full bags of gold, becaufe the bringer 's black ? 

Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 

Fill'd with the torment of a thoufand deaths ; 

Which being prick'd by death (while death deprives 

One life) prefents the foul a thoufand lives : 

O frantic mortal, how hath earth bewitch'd 

Thy bedlam foul, which hath fo fondly pitch'd 

Upon her falfe delights \ delights that ceafe 

Before enjoyment finds a time to pleafe : 

Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears 

Bring hopeful griefs 5 her griefe weep fearful tears : 

Tears coin deceitful hopes ; hopes careful doubt. 

And furly paffion juftles paffion out ; 

To-day we pamper with a full repaft 

Of lavifh mirth, at night we weep as faft: 

To-night we fwim in wealth, and lend ; to-morrow. 

We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 

In what a climate doth my foul refide ? 

Where pale-fac'd murder, the firft-born of pride. 
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Sets up her kingdom in the very fmiles, 
And plighted faiths of men like crocodiles : 
And land, where each embroider'd fattin word 
Is lined with fraud j where Mars his lawlefs fword 
Exiles Aftraea's balance ; where that hand 
Now flays his brother, that new-fow'd his land ; 
O that my days of bondage would expire 
In this lewd foil ! Lord, how my foul's on fire 
To be diflx)lv'd, that I might once obtain 
Thofe long'd-for joys, long'd for fo oft in vain ! 
If, Mofes-like, I may not live poffeft 
Of this fair land, Lord, let me fee 't at leaft. 

S. August. Soliloq. Cap. xii. 

My life is a frail life ; a corruptible life ; a life which 
the more it increafeth, the more it decreafeth : the 
farther it goeth, the nearer it cometh to death. A 
deceitful life, and like a fhadow, full of the fnares of 
death : now I rejoice, now I languifh, now I flourifh, 
now infirm, now I live, and ftraight I die ; now I 
feem happy, always miferable j now I laugh, now I 
weep : thus all things are fubjeft to mutability, that 
nothing continueth an hour in one eftate : O joy above 
joy, exceeding all joy, without which there is no joy, 
when fhall I enter into thee, that I may fee my God, 
that dwelleth in thee ? 

Epig. 7. 
Art thou fo weak ? O canft thou not digeft 
An hour of travel for a night of refl: f 
Cheer up, my foul, call home thy fp'rits, and bear 
One bad Good-Friday, full-mouth'd Eafter's near. 

p 



Emblem 8. 




O wretched man that I am ! who Jhall deliver me from 
the body of this death ? 

BEHOLD thy darling, which thy luftful care 
Pampers, for which thy reftlefs thoughts prepare 
Such early cares ; for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often iweats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 
Such midnight fcores to nature, for whofe fake 
Bafe earth is fainted, the infernal lake 
Unfear'd, the crown of glory poorly rated : 
Thy God negleiSed, ana thy brother hated ; 
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Behold thy darling, whom thy foul affefts 

So dearly ; whom thy fond indulgence decks 

And puppets up in foft, in filken weeds ; 

Behold the darling, whom thy fondnefs feeds 

With far-fetch'd delicates, the dear-bought gains 

Of ill-fpent time, the price of half my pains : 

Behold thy darling, who, when clad by thee. 

Derides thy naked nefs j and when moft free. 

Proclaims her lover flave ; and being fed 

Moft full, then ftrikes the indulgent feeder dead. 

What mean'ft thou thus, my poor deluded foul, 

To love fo fondly ? can the burning coal 

Of thy affeftion laft without the fuel 

Of counter love ? is thy compeer fo cruel. 

And thou fo kind to love, unlov'd again ? 

Canft thou fow favours, and thus reap difdain ? 

Remember, O remember thou art born 

Of royal blood ; remember thou art fworn 

A maid of honour in the court of Heav'n j 

Remember what a coftly price was giv'n 

To ranfom thee from flav'ry thou wert in : 

And wilt thou now, my foul, turn flave again ? 

The Son and Heir to HeavVs Triune JEHOVE 

Would fain become a fuitor for thy love. 

And offers for thy dow'r his father's throne, 

To fit for feraphims to gaze upon ; 

He '11 give thee honour, pleafure, wealth, and things 

Tranfcending far the majefty of kings. 

And wilt thou proftrate to the odious charms 

Of this bafe fcuUion ? fliall his hollow arms 

Hug thy foft fides ? Ihall thefe coarfe hands untie 

The facred zone of thy virginity ? 
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For (hame, degen'rous foul, let thy defire 
Be quick'ned up with more heroic fire j 
Be wifely proud, let thy ambitious eye 
Read noble obi efts ; let thy thoughts defy 
Such am'rous bafenefs ; let thy foul difdain 
Th' ignoble proffers of fo bafe a fwain ; 
Or if thy vows be paft, and Hymen's bands 
Have ceremonied your unequal hands. 
Annul, at leaft avoid, thy lawlefs act 
With infufficiency, or, pre-contraft : 
Or if the aft be good, yet may'ft thou plead 
A fecond freedom ; or the flefh is dead. 



Nazianz. Orat. xvi. 

How I am joined to this body I know not ; which, 
when it is healthful, provoketh me to war, and, being 
damaged by war, afFefteth me with grief; which I 
both love as a fellow-fervant, and hate as an utter 
enemy : it is a pleafant foe, and a perfidious friend. 
O ftrange conjunftion and alienation : what I fear I 
embrace, and what I love I am afraid of 5 before I 
make war, I am reconciled ; before I enjoy peace, I 
am at variance. 



Epig. 8. 
What need that houfe be daub'd with flefli and blood ? 
Hang'd round with filks and gold ? repair'd with food ? 
Coft idly fpent ! that coft doth but prolong 
Thy thraldom. Fool, thou mak'ft thy jail too ftrong. 



Emblem 9. 




/ am in a Jirait betwixt tuio, having a deftre to depart^ 
and to be -with Cbrijl. 

WHAT meant our careful parents fo to wear, 
And lavifl) out their ill-extended hours, 
To purchafe for us large pofleffions here, 

Which (though unpurchaPd) are too truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah ! what meant they to 

Such loads of needlefs labour, to procure 
And make that thing our own, which was our own 
too fure ? 
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What mean thefe liv'ries and pofleffive keys ? 

What mean thefe bargains, and thefe needlefs fales ? 
What mean thefe jealous, thefe fufpicious ways 
Of law devif'd, and law diflblv'd entails ? 
No need to fweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Eftates of high-priz'd land j no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they but clogg'd with earth 
as I. 

were their fouls but clogg'd with earth as I, 
They would not purchafe with fo fait an itch ; 

They would not take of alms, what now they buy ; 
Nor call him happy whom the world counts rich ; 
They would not take fuch pains, projedt and prog. 
To charge their fhoulders with fo great a log : 

Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater clog. 

1 cannot do an aft which earth difdains not ; 

I cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not ; 
I cannot fpeak a word which earth profanes not ; 
I cannot make a vow earth interrupts not : 
If I but offer up an early groan. 
Or fpread my wings to Heav'n's long long'd-for 
throne. 
She darkens my complaints, and drags my off'ring down. 

E'en like the hawk, (whofe keeper's wary hands 
Have made a priPner to her weath'ring ftock) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faft bands. 
Makes a rank bate from her forfaken block j 
But her too faithful leafli doth foon retain 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain j 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 



BOOK V. 



EMBLEMS. 



215 



So, when my foul direfts her better eye 

To Heav'n's bright palace, where my treafure lies, 
I fpread my willing wings, but cannot fly ; 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot rife : 
When I but ftrive to mount the leaft degree. 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ; 
Lord, how my foul is rack'd betwixt the world and thee ! 

Great God, I fpread my feeble wings in vain ; 

In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain : 
I cannot come till thou releafe my bands : 

Which if thou pleafe to break, and then fupply 
My wings with fpirit, th' eagle fhall not fly 
A pitch that 's half fo fair, nor half fo fwift as 1. 



S. Bo NAVE NT. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

Ah ! fweet Jefus, pierce the marrow of my foul 
with the healthful fliafts of thy love, that it may truly 
burn, and melt, and languifh, with the only defire of 
thee : that it may defire to be diflTolved, and to be 
with thee : let it hunger alone for the bread of life : 
let it thirfl: after thee, the fpring and fountain of 
eternal light, the fl:ream of true pleafure : let it always 
defire thee, feek thee, and find thee, and fweetly reft 
in thee. 

Epic. 9. 

What, will thy fhackles neither Idofe nor break ? 
Are they too ftrong, or is thine arm too weak ? 
Art will prevail where knotty ftrength denies ; 
My foul, there 's aquafortis in thine eyes. 



Emblem lo. 




Bring my fiul out nffrifon that I may fraije thy n 



MY foul is like a bird, my flefh the c^e, 
Wherein fhe wears her weary pilgrimage 
jrs, as few as evil, daily fed 
With facred wine and facramental bread ; 
The keys that lock her in and let her out, 
Are birth and death ; 'twixt both the hops about 
From perch to perch, from fenfe to realbn ; then 
From higher reafon down to fenfe again : 
From fenfe flie climbs to feith ; where for a feafon 
She fits and fings ; then down again to reafon : 
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From reafon back to faith, and ftraight from thence 
She rudely flutters to the perch of fenfe : 
From fenfe to hope ; then hops from hope to doubt, 
From doubt to dull defpair ; there feeks about 
For defp'rate freedom, and at ev'ry grate 
She wildly thrufts, and begs the untimely date 
Of th' unexpired thraldom, to releafe 
The afflifted captive, that can find no peace. 
Thus am I coop'd ; within this flefhly cage 
I wear my youth, and wafte my weary age ; 
Spending that breath, which was ordain'd to chant 
Heav'n's praifes forth, in fighs and fad complaint : 
Whilfl: happier birds can fpread their nimble wing 
From fhrubs to cedars, and there chirp and fing. 
In choice of raptures, the harmonious ftory 
Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory : 
You glorious martyrs, you illuftrious ftoops. 
That once were cloifter'd in your flefhly coops 
As fafl: as I, what rhet'ric had your tongues ? 
What dext'rous art had your elegiac fongs ? 
What Paul-like pow'r had your admir'd devotion ? 
What fhackle-breaking faith infuPd fuch motion 
To your flrong pray'r, that could obtain the boon 
To be enlarg'd 5 to be uncag'd fo foon ? 
Whilfl I, poor I, can fing my daily tears. 
Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears ; 
You great partakers of eternal glory. 
That with your Heaven-prevailing oratory 
Releaf'd your fouls from your terreflrial cage. 
Permit the paflion of my holy rage 
To recommend my forrows, dearly known 
To you, in days of old, and once your own. 
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To your beft thoughts, (but oh 't doth not befit ye 
To move your prayers 5 you love joy, not pity :) 
Great Lord of fouls, to whom fliould priPners fly 
But thee ? thou hadft a cage as well as I ; 
And, for my fake, thy pleafure was to know 
The forrows that it brought, and felt'ft them too : 
O let me free, and I will fpend thofe days, 
Which now I wafte in begging, in thy praife. 



Anselm. in Protolog. Cap. i. 

O miferable condition of mankind, that has loft 
that for which he was created ! alas ! what hath he 
loft ? and what hath he found ? he hath loft happinefs 
for which he was made, and found mifery for which 
he was not made : what is gone ? and what is left ? 
that thing is gone, without which he is unhappy ; that 
thing is left, by which he is miferable : O wretched 
men ! from whence are we expelled ? to what are we 
impelled ? whence are we thrown ? and whither are 
we hurried ? from our home into banifhment ; from 
the fight of God into our own blindnefs ; from the 
pleafure of immortality to the bitternefs of death : 
miferable change ; from how great a good, to how 
great an evil ! ah me I what have I enterprifed ? what 
have I done ? whither did I go ? whither am I come ? 



Epic. 10. 

Paul's midnight voice prevailed ; his mufic 's thunder 
Unhing'd the prifon-doors, fplit bolts in funder : 
And fitt'ft thou here, and hang'ft the feeble wing ? 
And whin'ft to be enlarged ? foul, learn to fing. 




•ter-hrooks^ fo panteth 



As the hart panteth afit 

myfoulafier thee^ God. 
T TOW fliall my tongue exprefs that hallow'd fire,- 
|j']_ Which Heav'n hath kindled in my ravifli'd heart ! 
What mufe fliall I invoke, that will infpire 

My lowly quill to aft a lofty part ! ■ 

What art Ihall I devife t' exprefs defire. 

Too intricate to be expreiPd by art ! 

Let all the nine be filent ; I refufe 

Their aid in this high taflt, for they abufe 

The flames of love too much : aflift me, David's mufe. 
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Not as the thirfty foil defires foft fliowTS 

To quicken and refrefli her embryon grain ; 
Nor as the drooping crefts of fading flowVs 

Requeft the bounty of a morning rain, 
Do I defire my God : thefe in few hours 
Re-wilh what late their wifhes did obtain ; 
But as the fwift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th' much defired ftreams, even fo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muft find, or die. 



Before a pack of deep-moutVd lufls I flee 5 

O, they have fingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid, fitting in the tree. 

Hath pierc'd my bofom with a flaming dart ; 
My foul being fpent, for refuge feeks to thee. 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art : 
Like as the fwift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To the defired dreams, e'en fo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I mufl: find, or die. 



At length, by flight, I overwent the pack ; 

Thou drew'fl: the wanton dart from out my wound ; 
The blood that foUow'd left a purple track. 

Which brought a ferpent, but in fliape a hound ; 
We ftrove, he bit me ; but thou break'ft his back, 
I left him grov'ling on th' envenomed ground ; 
But as the ferpent-bitten hart doth fly 
To the long long'd-for ftreams, e'en fo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muft find, or die. 
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If love fhould chafe my foul, made fwift by fright, 
Thou art the ftream whereto my foul is bound : 
Or if a jav'lin wound my fides in flight. 

Thou art the balfam that muft cure my wound : 
If poifon chance t' 'mk& my foul in fight. 

Thou art the treacle that muft make me found : 
E'en as the wounded hart, emboft, doth fly 
To th* ftreams extremely long'd-for, fo do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muft find, or die. 



S* Ctril, Lib. V, in Joh. Cap. x. 
O precious water, which quencheth the noifome 
thirft of this world, fcoureth all the ftains of finners, 
that watereth the earth of our fouls with heavenly 
fhowers, and bringeth back the thirfly heart of man to 
his only God. 

S. August. Soliloq. Cap. xxxv. 
O fountain of life, and vein of living waters, when 
fhall I leave this forfaken, impafTable, and dry earth, 
and tafte the waters of thy fweetnefs, that I may 
behold thy virtue and thy glory, and flake my thirft 
with the fiireams of thy mercy ! Lord, I thirft, thou 
art the fpring of life, fatifty me : I thirft, Lord, I thirft 
after thee, the living God ! 



Epig. II. 

The arrow-fmitten hart, deep-wounded, flies 
To th' fprings, with water in his weeping eyes : 
Heav'n is thy fpring : if Satan's fiery dart 
Pierce thy faint fides : do fo, my wounded heart. 



. 



Emble 




w 



Whin Jhall I come and appear before God ? 
HAT is my foul the better to be tin'd 



With holy fire ? what boots it to be 
With Heav'n's own ftamp ? what 'vantage can there 
To fouls of Heav'n-defcended pedigree, [be 

More than to beafts that grovel ? are not they 
Fed by the Almighty's hand ? and cv'ry day 
Fill'd with his bleffings too ? do they not fee 
God in his creatures, as direft as we ? 
Do they not tafte thee ? hear thee ? nay, what fenfe 
Is not partaker of thine excellence ? 
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What more do we ? alas ! what ferves our reafon, 

But, like dark lanthorns, to accomplifli treafon 

With greater clofeness ? It affords no light, 

Brings thee no nearer to our purblind fight ; 

No pleafure rifes up the leaft degree, 

Great God, but in the clearer view of thee : 

What priv'lege more than fenfe hath reafon then ? 

What 'vantage is it to be born a man ? 

How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 

Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word ? 

How often hath thy hope-reviving grace 

Woo'd my fufpicious eyes to feek thy face ? 

How often have I fought thee ? O how long 

Hath expeftation taught my perfedt tongue 

Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'er obtain ! 

In vain I feek thee, and 1 beg in vain : 

If it be high prefumption to behold 

Thy face, why didft thou make mine eyes fo bold 

To feek it ? if that objeft be too bright 

For man's afpedt, why did thy lips invite 

Mine eye t' expeft it ? If it might be feen. 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darken'd eye and it ? O tell me, why 

Thou doft command the thing thou doft deny ? 

Why doft thou give me fo unpriz'd a treafure, 

And then deny'lt my greedy foul the pleafure 

To view my gift ? Alas ! that gift is void. 

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 

If thofe refulgent beams of Heav'n's great light 

Gild not the day, what is the day but night ? 

The drowfy fliepherd fleeps, flow'rs droop and fade ; 

The birds are fuUen, and the beafts are fad : 
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But if bright Titan dart his golden ray, 

And with his riches glorify the day, 

The jolly fliepherd pipes ; flow'rs frefhly fpring ; 

The beafts grow gamefome, and the birds they fing. 

Thou art my fun, great God ! O when fhall I 

View the full beams of thy meridian eye ? 

Draw, draw this flefhly curtain, that denies 

The gracious prefence of thy glorious eyes ; 

Or give me faith ; and, by the eye of grace, 

I fliall behold thee, though not fece to face. 



S. August, in Pfal. xxxix. 
Who created all things is better than all things : 
who beautified all things, is more beautiful than all 
things : who made ftrength, is ftronger than all things : 
who made great things, is greater than all things : 
whatfoever thou loveft, he is that to thee : learn to 
love the workman in his work, the Creator in his 
creature : let not that which was made by him pof- 
fefs thee, left thou lofe him by whom thyfelf was 
made. 

S. August. Med. Cap. xxxvii. 

O thou moft fweet, moft gracious, moft amiable, 
moft fair, when fhall I fee thee ? when fhall I be 
fatiffied with thy beauty ? when wilt thou lead me 
from this dark dungeon, that I may confefs thy name ? 



EPIG. 12. 

How art thou fhaded, in this veil of night, 
Behind thy curtain flefh } Thou feeft no light. 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy flefh is high : Soul, take this curtain down. 



Emblem 13. 




that I had wings Hit a dovt, for then would IJiy 
aviay, and he at reft} 

AND am I fworn a dunghill-flave for ever 
• To earth's bafe drudg'ry? Shall I never find 
A night of reft? Shall my indentures never 
Be canceJl'd? Did injurious nature bind 
My foul earth's 'prentice, with no claufe to leave her? 
No dav of freedom? Muft I ever grind? 
O tfiat I had the pinions of a dove, 
That I might quit my bands, and foar above, 
And pour myjuftcomplamts before the great Jehovej 
<L 



226 EMBLEMS. book v. 

How happy are the cloves, that have the pow'r, 

Whene'er they pleafe, to fpread their airy wings ! 
Or cloud-dividing eagles, that can tow'r 

Above the fcent of thefe inferior things ! 
How happy is the lark, that ev'ry hour 

Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings ! 
Had my dull foul but wings as well as they. 
How I would fpring from earth, and clip away. 
As wife Aftraea did, and fcorn this ball of clay ! 



O how my foul would fpurn this ball of clay. 

And loathe the dainties of earth's painful pleafure ! 
O how I'd laugh to fee men night and day 

Turmoil to gain that trafh, they call their treafure ! 
O how I'd fmile to fee what plots they lay 
To catch a Waft, or own a fmile from Caefar ! 
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove. 
How I would foar and fing, and hate the love 
Of tranfitory toys, and feed on joys above ! 



There fhould I find that everlafting pleafure. 

Which change removes not, and which chance 
prevents not ; 
There fhould I find that everlafting treafure. 

Which force deprives not, fortune difaugments not; 
There fliould I find that everlafting Caefar, 

Whofe hand recals not, and whofe heart repents not; 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove. 
How I would climb the fkies, and hate the love 
Of tranfitory toys, and joy in things above! 
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No rank-mouth'd flander there (hall give ofFence, 
Or blaft our blooming names, as here they do ; 
No liver-fcalding luft fhall there incenfe 

Our boiling veins; there is no Cupid's bow : 
Lord, give my foul the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I fliall have their pinions too : 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, 
How I would quit this earth, and foar above. 
And Heav'n's bleff'd kingdom find, and Heav'n's 
bleff'd King Jehove ! 



S. August, in Pfal. cxxxviii. 

What wings fhould I defire, but the two precepts of 
love, on which the law and the prophets depend ! O 
if I could obtain thefe wings, I could fly from thy face 
to thy face, from the face of thy juftice to the face of 
thy mercy : let us find thofe wings by love, which we 
have loft by luft. 

S. August, in Pfal. Ixxvi. 

Let us caft off whatfoever hindereth, entangleth, or 
burdeneth our flight, until we attain that which fatif- 
fieth ; beyond which nothing is ; beneath which all 
things are ; of which all things are. 



Epig. 13. 

Tell me, my wifliing foul, did'ft ever try 
How faft the wings of red-croff'd faith can fly ? 
Why begg'ft thou, then, the pinions of a dove? 
Faith's wings are fwifter, but the fwifteft, love. 
^2 



Emblem 14. 




Hffw amiable are thy tabernacles-, Lord of ho/is / 

ANCIENT of days, to whom all times are now, 
Before whofe glory feraphims do bow 
Their blufhing cheeks, and veil their blemifh'd faces, 
That, uncontain'd, at once doft fill all places ; 
How glorious, O how far beyond the height 
Of puzzled quills, or the obtufe conceit 
Of flefh and blood, or the too flat reports 
Of mortal tongues, are thy exprefllefs courts ! 
Whofe gloiy to paint forth with greater art, 
Ravilh my fancy, and infpire my heart ; 
Excufe my bold attempt, and pardon me 
For fliowing fenfe, what faith alone fliould fee. 
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Ten thoufand millions, and ten thoufand more 

Of angel-meafured leagues, from the eaftern (hore 

Of dungeon-earth, his glorious palace ftands. 

Before whofe pearly gates ten thoufand bands 

Of armed angels wait to entertain 

Thofe purged fouls, for which the Lamb was flain ; 

Whofe guiltlefs death, and voluntary yielding 

Of whole giv'n life, gave the brave court her building ; 

The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being fpilt, 

To rubies turn'd whereof her pofts were built ; 

And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore, 

Did turn rich fapphires, and did pave her floor : 

The brighter flames, that from his eye-balls ray'd 

Grew chryfolites, whereof her walls were made : 

The milder glances fparkled on the ground, 

And groundlxird ev'ry door with diamond ; 

But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 

A battlement of pureft fardonyx. 

Her ftreets with burnifh'd gold are paved round ; 

Stars lie like pebbles fcatter'd on the ground ; 

Pearl mixt with onyx, and the jafper ftone, 

Made gravell'd caufeways to be trampled on. 

There Ihines no fun by day, no moon by night ; 

The palace glory is, the palace light : 

There is no time to meafure motion by. 

There time is fwallowed in eternity : 

Wry-mouth'd difdain, and corner-hunting luft. 

And twy-fac'd fraud, and beetle-brow'd diftruft, 

Soul-boiling rage, and trouble-ftate fedition. 

And giddy doubt, and goggle- ey'd fufpicion, 

And lumpifh forrow, and degen'rous fear, 

Are banifh'd thence, and death *s a ftranger there : 
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But fimple love, and fempiternal joys, 
Whofe fweetnefs never gluts, nor fulnefs cloys : 
Where face to face our ravilh'd eye fliall fee 
Great ELOHIM, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and feeing him fliall blefs him. 
And bleffing, love him ; and in love poffefs him. 
Here ftay, my foul, and, ravifli'd in relation, 
The words being fpent, fpend now in contemplation. 



S. Greg, in Pfal. vii. Poenitent. 

Sweet Jefus, the word of the Father, the brightnefs 
of paternal glory, whom angels delight to view, teach 
me to do thy will *, that led by thy good fpirit, I may 
come to that blefled city, where day is eternal, where 
there is certain fecurity, and fecure eternity ; and 
eternal peace, and peaceful happinefs ; and happy 
fweetnefs, and fweet pleafure, where thou, O God, 
with the Father and the Holy Spirit, liveft and reigneft 
world without end. 

Ibidem. 

There is light without darknefs ; joy without grief, 
defire without punifliment ; love without fadnefs ; 
fatiety without loathing ; fafety without fear ; health 
without difeafe ; and life without death. 



Epig. 14. 
My foul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
Of Sol's bright face is feen by the refle6l:ion : what : 
But would'ft thou know what's Heav'n ? I'll tell thee 
Think what thou canft not think, and Heav'n is that. 



Emblem 15 




CANTICLES Vlli. 14, 

Make hajie, my beloved, and be like the roe, or the young 
hart upon the mountains offpicti. 

g^ O, gentle tyrant, go \ thy flames do pierce 
VjT My foul too deep ; thy flames are too, too fierce ; 
My marrow melts, my fainting fpirits fry 
In th' torrid zone of thy meridian eye : 
Away, away, thy fweets are too perfuming : 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too conmming : 
Hade hence, and let thy winged fteps outgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 
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But wilt thou leave me, then ? O thou, that art 
Life of my foul, foul of my dying heart, 
Without the fweet afpec^ of whofe fair eyes 
My foul doth languiih, and her folace dies ? 
Art thou fo eaPly woo'd ? fo apt to hear 
The frantic language of my fooli(h fear ? 

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 

Look, look upon me, tho' thine eyes o'ercome me. 

how they wound ! but how my wounds content me ! 
How fweetly thefe delightful pains torment me ! 
How am I tortur'd in exceffiye meafure 

Of pleafing cruelties ! too cruel treafure ! 
Turn, turn away, remove thy fcorching beams ; 

1 languifh with thefe bitter-fweet extremes : 

Hafte, then, and let thy winged fteps outgo 
The flying roebuck, and his frighted roe. 

Turn back, my dear ; O let my ravifli'd eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly ; 
What, (hall we part without a mutual kifs ? 

who can leave fo fweet a face as this ? 
Look full upon me ; for my foul defires 
To turn a holy martyr in thofe fires : 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 
Look, look upon me, tho' thy flames o'ercome me. 

If thou becloud the funfliine of thine eye, 

1 freeze to death 5 and if it fhine, I fry ; 
Which, like a fever, that my foul hath got. 
Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot : 
Alas ! I cannot bear fo fweet a fmart. 

Nor canfl thou be lefs glorious than thou art. 
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Haste, then, and let thy winged fteps outgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

But go not far beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too large a diftance makes another death : 
My youth is in her fpring ; autumnal vows 
Will make me riper for fo fweet a fpoufe ; 
When after-times have burnifli'd my defire, 
I '11 (hoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 

Look, look upon me, though thy flames overcome me ! 



Autor Scalae Paradifi. Tom. Ix. Aug. Cap. viii. 

Fear not, O bride, nor defpair ; think not thyfelf 
contemned if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face a while, 
all things co-operate for the beft ; both from his abfence, 
and his prefence, thou gaineft light : he cometh to thee, 
and he goeth from thee : he cometh to make thee 
confolate ; he goeth, to make thee cautious, left thy 
abundant confolation puff^ thee up : he cometh that 
thy languiftiing foul may be comforted ; he goeth, left 
his familiarity (hould be contemned j and being abfent, 
to be more defired 5 and being defired, to be more 
earneftly fought ; and being long fought, to be more 
acceptably found. 

Epig. 15. 

My foul, fin's monfter, whom with greater eafe 
Ten thoufand fold thy God could make than pleafe. 
What would'ft thou have ? Nor pleaf'd with fun nor 

fliade ? 
Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made. 



THE FAREWELL. 




Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee i 



B 



E fetthful ; Lord, what 's that ? 
BeJieve : 'Tis eafy to believe ; but what ? 
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded, 

And whom thy fcorn hath fpit upon, 
Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded 

For thefe foul deeds thy hands have done ; 
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Believe that he whofe gentle palms 

Thy needle-pointed fins have nail'd, 
Hath Dorne thy flavifli load (of alms) 
And made fupply where thou haft fail'd : 
Did ever miPry find fo ftrange relief? 
It is a love too ftrange for man's belief. 

Believe that he, whofe fide 
Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, died 
To fave thy guilty foul from dying 

Ten thoufand norrid deaths, from whence 
There was no 'fcape, there was no flying, 

But through his deareft blood's expenfe ; 
Believe, this dying friend requires 

No other thanks for all his pain, 
But e'en the truth of weak defires. 
And, for his love, but love again : 
Did ever mifry find fo true a friend ? 
It is a love too vaft to comprehend. 

With floods of tears baptize 
And drench thefe dry, thefe unregen'rate eyes ; 
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief, 

And break this flefhly rock in funder. 
That from this heart, this hell of grief. 

May fpring a Heav'n of love and wonder : 
O, if thy mercies will remove 

And melt this lead from my belief, 
My grief will then refine my love. 
My love will then refrefh my grief: 
Then weep, mine eyes, as he hath bled 5 vouchfafe 
To drop for ev'ry drop an epitaph. 
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But is the crown of glory 
The wages of a lamentable ftory ? 
Or can fo great a purchafe rife 

For a fait humour ? Can mine eyes 
Run faft enough t' obtain this prize ? 
If fo, Lord, who 's fo mad to die ? 
Thy tears are trifles ; thou muft do : 
Alas ! I cannot ; then endeavour : 
I will ; but will a tug or two 

Suffice the turn ? Thou muft perfevere : 
I '11 ftrive till death ; and (hall my feeble ftrife 
Be crown'd ? I '11 crown it with a crown of life. 

But is there fuch a dearth, 
That thou muft buy what is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of duft. 

And give him breath, upon condition 
To love his great Creator 5 muft 

He now be thine by compofition ? 
Art thou a gracious God and mild. 

Or headftrong man, rebellious, rather ? 
O, man 's a bafe rebellious child, 
And thou a very gracious Father. 
The gift is thine ; we ftrive, thou crown'ft our ftrife ; 
Thou gi v'ft us faith : and faith a crown of life. 



THE END, 
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